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Gditorials 


THE NEW YEAR 
Betty Rosenkrans, ’34 


With Thanksgiving and Christmas provid- 
ing a true holiday spirit, New Year’s Day is 
often cheated of its real honor and celebra- 
tion. 

To us New Year's means the last day of 
the Christmas vacation after which we must 
knuckle down to hard work. We don’t real- 
ize, except when we hear a few bells and 
whistles at midnight, that another page of 
Father Time’s book has been written. 

Do you stop to wonder for what you are 
destined during the coming year? Can you 
sense failure, success, joy, or sorrow which 
you may soon experience? Do you earn- 
estly decide, not by several useless resolu- 
tions but by a strong will-power, to be a 
cleaner, more wholesome, more honorable 
American citizen? 

That’s the significance of New Year’s— 
the incoming of new ideas, able leadership, 
courageous living, and high ideals. Think 
of it—you have a whole year in which to 
prove your patriotism to God and your 


country. 


THE STUDENT BODY 
Jean Morrison, °34 
Seniors! Juniors! Sophomores! Do you 
realize that you all have your functions in 
this giant anatomy known as the Student 
Body? 

You, Seniors, make the head. You, this 
year, are functioning as the brains of the or- 
ganization. Are you doing your best to 
keep this strong body equipped with a sound 
mind? You govern the other parts of the 
body, more or less, in your capacity of the 
thinking apparatus, so don’t lead them 


astray with careless, thoughtless planning. 
Watch your step, for other classes are watch- 
ing you and learning to follow your example. 

Juniors, you compose the trunk of our 
body for you are a large class in this build- 
ing. You are the heart that puts life in the 
body because you serve as a constant spur 
or goad to Seniors and Sophomores alike. 
You are a vital part of the body, the part 
to be trained and kept in trim. You are next 
year’s leaders. 

Sophomores, the legs are your part in 
this. An insignificant part you think? How 
far do you think we could get in our race 
with other schools without any legs? We 
wouldn’t make much progress; all the parts 
are needed to make a strong whole. Strength- 
en and prepare yourselves while you are legs, 
Sophomores—it’s an uphill climb to grad- 


uation. 


CHRISTMAS MORNING 


Jean Morrison, 734 


A 
Paper 
Crackling, 
Squeals of joy, 
Noisy laughter, 
From girl or boy; 

Mother rushing hither and yon 
Asking where the baby’s gone; 
Real festivity is reigning here 

This is a picture of Christmas cheer. 
And over it all, adorned as a queen, 
The Christ- 
mas tree 
watches 
silent, 
serene. 


Hobe AASDE VeOr Gen sok 


[ 6 ] 


BE YOURSELF ! 


At Christmas I no more desire a rose, 
Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled mirth; 
But like of each thing that in season grows. 


Shakespeare teaches a worthy lesson in 
these three lines. How many people in all 
walks of life would be much more con- 
tented with their lot if they were not con- 
stantly wishing for the things that they could 
not possibly obtain———things out of sea- 
son? 

A short story in a recent issue of one of 
our popular periodicals tells of two college 
men. The one was captain of the football 
team, a spectacular all around athlete and 
the idol of his school; the other an intel- 
lectual genius, winner of all possible de- 
grees and scholastic honors. Later in life 
each married and each had an only child, 
a boy. The famous sportsman so envied the 
genius of the other that he reared his son 
to be an accomplished scholar, while the 
other trained his son to be like the great 
football player. Each pointed to his son 
with pride. His son was the chrystalization 
of what he wished he himself had been. 

The same condition exists in the hearts of 
many high school students. Those who ex- 
cel in Mathematics but can not fathom Latin 


look with longing at the high grades in Latin 
of other students. And vice versa those who 
read Latin as if it were a First Grade Primer 
but to whom a simple arithmetical problem 
takes the form of a labyrinth, look with awe 
and wonderment at the high grades in Mathe- 
matics of other students. 

Such a mental state does more than de- 
tract from a person’s happiness. It impairs 
his thinking capacity. It teaches a person 
to meditate upon his inability at one thing 
when he should concentrate upon his ability 
in the other. If allowed to run unchecked 
through life it will develop in its victim an 
inferiority complex, which, next to feeble 
mindedness, is the greatest hindrance to 
thought, culture and individuality in the 
world today. 

So stop envying the other fellow. 
gate and discover for yourself, while you 
are in high school, those things for which 
Train in 


Investi- 


you personally are best fitted. 
those things, lose yourself in them, and for- 


eet your envy. To sum it up—Be Yourself! 


THE ADVOCATE 


Elizabeth Leland, ’35 


Why do we have an Advocate? To in- 
form the Student Body of the important 
events of the school year. Yes, that is one 
answer, but there are many more. 

To pupils who are literary-minded, for 
instance, the school magazine offers a goal 


toward which they may work. If their 
stories, poems, or essays are printed, it gives 
them hope and a higher ambition. Also, the 


Literary Board is waiting for such persons. 
For pupils who are interested in art, there 
is the designing of a cover for each edition 


of the magazine, there are pictures required 
for joke headings and for cartoons. It is a 
chance for you artist-minded pupils to exert 
your ability if you wish to take advantage 
of the opportunity. 


One of the most important assets of a 
school magazine is the business training it 
offers, and another, the co-operation it effects 
in the school. 


Such a magazine is our Advocate. It helps 


in every way. Support it! 
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A LUCKY APRIL SHOWER 


Marquis B. Graham, °34 


Business in Henry’s bookshop was as bad 
as the weather and it had been pouring stead- 
The streets had been 
Henry hadn’t 


ily for three days. 
turned into miniature rivers. 


sold a book during the entire storm. What 
could he do? Would the torrents ever 
cease ? 


He had been pacing the floor half of the 
The little radio on the shelf above 
the counter was playing softly, but Henry 


morning. 


did not notice (at least he didn’t until some 
pesky old crooner started). 

“°Twas just a lucky April shower, it was 
a most con—” 

Henry shut it off with a bang. 

“April shower be hanged!” he hissed 
aloud, “Good Lord! 

Now can you beat that? It actually wasn’t 
The water had almost 
cleared from the street and the sun, yes, actu- 


It is raining like—” 
raining any more! 


ally the sun, was pouring into the window! 
Henry grunted and opened the front door. 
He’d have to let down the awning or the sun 
would fade those book covers. As he was 
unfastening the ropes he scrutinized the dis- 
play in the window. There was something 
Everything was there, but it looked 


Henry couldn't 


wrong. 
slip shod, bare and crude. 
see anything wrong. How 
that look better? He’d better hurry with 
the blamed awning and then go in and see if 


could he make 


he could fix that : 
There was a shrill screech of fright behind 


him. Henry turned and there stood a girl, 
soaking wet with water which had escaped 
from the folds of the awning when Henry let 
it down. He was about to apologize in his 
best manner when, as usual, the girl got in 
the first word. 

“Well of all the nerve! Why don’t you 
look what you are doing you, you clumsy 
Just look at 


it! And my coat, and my hat and shoes, and 


idiot! Just look at my dress! 
I'll catch cold and I am shivering and | 
can’t apply for that job in these clothes, and 
Pll sue you and—well why don’t you say 
will 


something? Do something about it, 


you? Standing there like a cigar store 
Indian and gaping.” 

“IT beg your pardon, miss,” interrupted 
Henry, “I am very sorry for what has oc- 
curred, and I have been trying to say that for 
the past minute.” 

“Very sorry. What in heaven’s name do 
Why don’t you—” 

“Why don’t you blow your horn once in a 
“Why, 


Here, come in the store where 


| care? 


while!” said Henry sarcastically. 
you re crying. 
it is warm. Perhaps I[ can help. There now.” 

He took her by the arm and led her gently 


What 


a soft arm she had for a girl with such a 


in the door and over to the radiator. 
hard tongue! As far as that goes she had a 
very pretty and alluring little face, now that 
Henry looked at her more carefully. 


ss) 


“I’m very sorry,” she murmured after a 
while. “I lost my temper. I need that job 
so badly, and now—well I just lost my head,” 

“Yes, yes, I know,” said Henry soothingly. 
Goodness, she had a soft pleasing voice when 
she wished to! “And as far as that job is 
concerned you may get another soon and—” 

Henry stopped short. That was right! 
Why didn’t he think of that before? All that 
window needed was a woman’s touch, and 
this girl— 

“T’ll give you a job,” he said flatly. 

“I’m not asking for sympathy,” she an- 
swered. “I would take the job just for a 
while to make up for this and then you 
wouldn’t want me any more. No thanks.” 

“But that isn’t so. Now don’t argue. You 
start tomorrow morning. The pay will be 
good, and,” here Henry stopped and looked 
at her again, “the job will be permanent.” 

Just how permanent she could have no 
idea. But then, Henry would ask her about 
that later. 
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to lift the shade and see into the interior of 
the house? What a fine thing it would be if 
we could only take the trouble to look behind 
the shades drawn over the true characters of 
our friends and acquaintances! What in- 
valuable friendships we could form and how 
much we could enrich our school years! Let’s 
not take people at face value. Let’s really 
try to understand them. Someone once told 
me that the more cultured a person is, the 
more sympathetic and understanding he is of 
people both in and out of his own walk of 
life. 


culture is not merely education, but a blend- 


The reason for this is easy to see, for 


ing of education, wisdom, and experience. 

We cannot easily control our personal likes 
and dislikes, but even though we may not be 
fond of a person we can at least try to under- 
stand him and not “pick him to pieces” and 
find as many faults in him as possible. 

Let’s not judge people by outward appear- 
ance and first impressions. Let’s take a 
second look! 


SNAP JUDGMENTS 


Barbara Blake, ’35 


All of us are guilty of making “snap judg- 
ments’”—of things and of people. When we 
are in a traffic jam on a main highway, 
caused by someone’s slow driving, we im- 
mediately form an uncomplimentary opinion 
of the “slow-poke” driver. We do not stop 
to think that he may have a good reason for 
driving in this way, and that; for all we 
know, he may be a learned professor, a great 
literary genius, or our favorite movie star. 

The sad part of it is that we do not confine 
these “snap judgments” only to strangers, 
but also judge those whom we think we know 
well. Did you ever pass by a house at night 
where the shades were drawn, and only an 
edge of light peered from beneath them over 
the window-sill? Didn’t you have a desire 


REFLECTION 


Isabel F. Rector, ’34 
Do you think 

That the sun, 

And the moon, 

And the stars, 

And the trees 
Like to look at their faces 
In the water? 


I do. 


Do you think 

That the brooks, 

And the pools, 

And the rivers, 

And the lakes 
Like to hold Nature’s pictures 
In their depths? 

I do. 
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SATURATED 


Lloyd Bigelow, °35 


“Who is the 
new black cat 
that has joined 
us?” demanded 
Big Boss Jim, a 
huge yellow fe- 
line, to Slim, a 


rangy and scraw- 
ny looking tiger. 
Why he is the famed Hobo Horace 


“Him? 
who has sworn off being a wanderer and has 
He is 
There is no better one in the country, | am 


told.” 


joined our gang. a great fighter. 


At this comment, Jim glared at Slim and 
said, in a loud voice, which caused the other 
fourteen of the brood to cower, “Well, he 
can’t lick Big Boss Jim! 
I'll settle this once and for all.” 


Bring him on, Slim, 


Just at this moment, Arthur Gray, the man 
who conducted this wayside home for weary 
wanderers, entered with the weekly food 
supply. As he set his basket down, all sev- 
enteen cats, with Jim in the lead, rushed 
toward it. Hobo Horace followed closely at 

He glared at Hobo and all the 


rest, except Hobo, melted away like ice be- 
He looked at Jim, as if to say, 


Jim’s heels. 


fore the sun. 
what about it. Just as Jim raised a huge 
yellow paw to strike him, a straw hat came 
between the two warriors. 

The 
emptied into one big dish and all the cats, 


Hobo, 


undaunted, marched up to the plate. As 


contents of four salmon cans were 


excepting Hobo, kept their distance. 


luck would have it, Arthur had just gone 
out at this point. First Jim glared at Hobo, 
which glare was returned two-fold to Jim. 


Tails began to swish back and forth, fur be- 


gan to rise on both backs, muscles became 
rigid, and an unnatural hush came over the 
crowd. Before any cat in the room realized 
it, the fight was on. First Jim on top, then 
Hobo, then Jim—scratch, spit, hiss, whack! 
The fight was getting hotter and hotter, fur 
flew in all directions. Suddenly Jim, utter- 


Then 


Jim glanced 


ing a piteous moan, sank to the floor. 
Hobo strutted up to the dish. 
at him with his one good eye, as if to say, 
Pll get event yet! 

That night a great celebration was given 
Meanwhile Jim was moan- 
Miss 


Daisy, a cat with a fine soprano voice, with 


to Hobo Horace. 
ing and groaning in a far corner. 
Jeremiah, the great basso, sang the well 
known cat song, “The Cat’s March Through 
the Ashes.” 


rus. Then Hobo gave an address in which 


Everybody joined in the cho- 


he stated that under his administration all 
would be serene. However, he must be the 
leader at all times. He ended by saying that 
he was sure they would all like the new deal. 
At this, a great cheer broke out, which lasted 
fully ten minutes and caused the little remain- 
ing plaster in the room to fall down on their 


devoted heads. 


After this, Jim went around with a chip 
He tried to think of some 
way to get even witn Hobo by putting him 


on his shoulder. 
in his place. Then he struck upon an idea. 
Hobo Horace always went out in the evening 
to hunt and came back very late, much the 
worse for wear. Tonight he would wait by 
the door and administer punishment upon 


the unsuspecting Hobo. 


That night Jim laid in wait in a corner near 
the door. He had prepared himself for a 


long wait, but only a short time seemed to 
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have elapsed, when a stealthy tread was 
“Ah,” said Jim to himself, 
“here is my chance. [’ll show him a thing 


heard close by. 


I'll let him come in and start to lie 
Pll attack.” There entered 
into the room the black figure. It started to 
“H’m,” said Jim, 
“the old boy couldn’t have made much of a 
catch tonight. Tl attack while he is busy 
eating.” He started toward the dish slowly 
and stealthily. He heard a strange sound but 


or two! 
down and then 


amble over to the dish. 
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paid no attention. He came closer and 


closer and then, to his horror, he discovered 
! Too late, he had already be- 
come a smelly subject. The odor saturated 


The 


skunk, as you have probably guessed the ani- 


it was a 
every nook and corner of the room. 


mal to be, having administered the necessary 
punishment, went on eating serenely. By 
that time all the other cats had fled from the 
house and Jim had slunk off into the woods, 
there to remain. 


A LETTER 
Barbara Blake, °35 


How eagerly we wait, 

But if the postman’s late— 
Disappointment, 
Even tears. 


But when we hear his ring, 
Forgetting everything: 

We rush madly 

To the door. 


And anxiously we read,— 
Consume each line with greed; 
Then read again 
More slowly. 
This small white sheet may hold 
Sweet joys a thousand-fold, 
Or maybe pain, 


Or sorrow. 


SHADOWS 
Barbara Blake, °35 


Krie, distorted shapes of the night 
Slither and creep in their silent flight; 
Black, grotesque, ever changing in size 
Their spirits are restless, [ surmise. 


TO A FRIEND 
Jean Morrison, °34 


| love to spend one hour with you 

To hold you in my arms just so, 

And search your thoughts for hidden cues. 
[ love to spend one hour with you 

Though often-times you make me blue 

By keeping secrets I should know. 

| love to spend one hour with you 

My Roman friend, my Cicero. 
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CALIFORNIA CHRISTMAS 
Jane Macdonald, 


35 

| awoke quite early on my first Christmas 
morning in California. I had been dreaming 
about trying to swim to the surface of an 
ocean of snow and I seemed to keep bumping 
After such a 
wintry dream, you can imagine my disgust 
when I looked out of my window and saw 


my head on icicle seaweeds. 


the most summery sun beating down upon 
two of the most alive red roses I have ever 
seen. I will never forget those two terribly 
silly looking roses nodding there in the 
breeze. 

But it was with a satisfied feeling that I 
hurriedly dressed. At least we had retained 
one Christmassy custom, that of the Christ- 
mas tree. How I had labored over that tree! 
It was really a perfectly normal specimen, 
with its uppermost branches slightly injured 
because of its bumpy journey from the va- 
cant lot where I had bought it. But to me, 
it was the one remaining symbol of a real 
Christmas. I had spent several hours tying 
the ornaments on, placing the tinsel as evenly 
as possible, hanging peppermint canes at 
convenient places, and piling cotton around 
the base to resemble snow. I admit that pos- 
sibly, if you looked closely, the star perched 
jauntily on the peak gave the impression of 
being perilously on the verge of falling off; 
and that the tree itself looked strangely tilted 
against the wall, as though it needed some- 
thing to lean against. Even so, no one could 
have wanted a prettier tree. 


It was with a certain amount of pride that 
I finally stepped into the room where my 
masterpiece stood glistening and beautiful. 
At first glance, everything appeared to be the 
same as when I had left the room the night 
before. But as I stood admiring the tree, a 
queer feeling came over me. Something was 
wrong. The tree seemed to be alive; it seemed 


to move and breathe. The nearer I ap- 


col) 


akg 


proached it, the more conscious I became of 
this. 
reach of one prominent limb. 


Finally I was standing within arm’s 
Then I knew. 
Ugh! They were everywhere, crawling along 
the peppermint canes and creeping all over 
the chocolate Santa Clauses. And worse still. 
there were more coming—a whole army of 
them, two inches in width, advancing steadily 
from under the side door, across the dining 
room floor, and finally onto the cotton snow. 
Somewhere from the back of my mind came 
a hazy recollection of California ants; their 
habits and their particular fondness for 
sweets. The peppermint canes and chocolate 
Santa Clauses, therein lay my downfall. In- 
nocently enough had I placed them on the 
In this 
case, | had to allow my poor tree to be 
burned immediately and we spent the fol- 
lowing week in the rather unpleasant occu- 


tree, but “What price innocence?” 


pation of removing our unwelcome visitors. 
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CHRISTMAS 
Edgar Butters, 34 


When people think of Christmas 
They think of merry times, 

Of laughter, and of gifts and things, 
And happiness sublime. 

They say there is no Santa Claus, 
But just you stop and think, 

You can’t deny his spirit’s there 

ln every crack and chink. 

And when you hear a youngster, 
Who speaks of Santa Claus 

And hopes his chimney won't be missed 
By any slip or flaws, 

You cheer him up and say to him, 
“I’m sure you'll get your gifts, 

For old St. Nick will ne’er forget. 


y] 


He has you on his lists,’ 


CALLING ALASKA 
Russell Greenhood, °34 


“My chores are all done, Mom. May I 
eo out and pound the brass a while?” 

“Yes, son, but be sure to build the fire 
first, and keep the shack warm.” 

John Seiner immediately ran through the 
kitchen and out the batk door to his radio 
shack at the rear of the house, grabbing a 
few sticks of kindling as he passed the wood 
He unlocked the door and rushed in 
immediately turned his attention to 


pile. 
and 
building the coal fire. 

John was a radio amateur with the call 
K6LV, located in Sedgeberg, Alaska. As he 
was the only “ham” in Sedgeberg, he had 
inany radiograms to send off that night. His 
radio shack was in reality far from a shack. 
It was small and cozy with the operating 
The walls 


were decorously plastered with multi-colored 


table under the single window.. 


cards from other “hams,” and when the fire 
was going, the place was quite liveable. 

As soon as a-warming roar sounded from 
the fire he turned to his set and spent the next 
hour getting rid of the messages. Several 
times he rose to put more coal on the fire and 
when the last radiogram was sent off, he 
filled the stove up with coal but accidentally 
shut the draft up tight. 

“Now for a bit of long distance work,” he 
sighed as he relaxed into’ his chair. He 
quickly retuned his transmitter and receiver 
to a lower wave, and for a few minutes sat 
listening intently for foreign signals . 

“Oh Boy! There’s a Jap!” he cried, “I 
hope I can contact him.” 

And as Jack called the Japanese amateur 
again and again, let us turn our attention 
to the thoughts of this individual. 

“Mm, I wonder if anyone will answer me 

-Ah!—There’s K6LV calling me—in Sedge- 
berg, Alaska, eh?—he certainly has a nice 
note—my signals are strong,.there, he says— 
say! what’s the matter with him, that’s the 
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fourth mistake he has made—why! he is just 
spluttering now!—He’s gone!—Gosh, I don’t 
like this—I’ll just send a general call to 
Alaska and I might raise a fellow near 
Sedgeberg.” 

He hastily called Alaska and almost im- 
mediately contacted KORS, a_ friend of 
John’s, living in Holmstock, five miles from 
Sedgeberg. He quickly told him the story 
and requested that he call John’s home im- 
mediately. 

Mrs. Seiner rushed from the phone, out to 
the shack and found Jack sprawled over his 
desk. She nearly suffocated as she dragged 
him out into the air and then ran into the 
house to call the doctor. He arrived in a 
jiff and examined John. 

““A serious case of asphyxiation,” he diag- 
nosed. “He will pull through O. K., but if 
I had arrived much later, I’m afraid he would 
have been much worse.” 

In a few minutes John was resting com- 
fortably in his bed where he soon regained 
consciousness. 

“Better be more careful of the damper in 
the future son,” the doctor said, as K6LV 
smiled weakly up at him. 


THE MID-MARCH WIND 
Hilda Lane, °35 
Oh, the mid-March wind is a gay, old dog, 
Who likes to get up on the roof and clog; 


When he shows the raindrops how to dance, 
I can hear his old feet leap and prance. 


Oh, the mid-March wind is full of glee, 
He likes to sing while he’s on a spree; 
When he shouts out songs both old and new, 
His voice never cracks and the notes are true. 


The mid-March wind is a man among men. 


‘In the early spring he’s young again; 
y spring af 8 43 


He flirts with flowers and laughs at luck, 
For the mid-March wind ‘is a gay, old buck. 
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A CHAPTER FROM MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY 


Betty Fay, °34 


I’m afraid I’m the biggest trial in my 
mother’s life; and although [’m in hot water 
all the time and have poor mother simply 
frantic from worrying about what I am go- 
ing to do next, she claims she still loves 
me. Imagine! In spite of it all I suppose 
I've led the life of any regular full-blooded 
girl. 

When I was a tot toddling around I played 
with my brother a good deal. Then as I 
erew up and became a big girl, at the age 
of five I was still playing with my brother 
and his friends. If the boys bought overalls 
I had to have a pair, and there couldn’t be 
anything “sissy” or “girlish” about them. 
No sir! No red trimmings for me. I had 
to have all the fixtures that go with that 
garment, such as a rear pocket for my ham- 
mer and re-enforced knees. 


At that time I had a mop of curls, and how 
I hated them. They were too “sissy.” I can 
well remember standing first on one foot, 
then on the other waiting impatiently for 
mother to finish with my unruly locks. I 
used to be practically half way out the door 
in my eagerness to join the boys—gun, over- 
alls, and cap just like them all. Outside the 
closed door, up would go all the pretty curls 
in a heap under the old cap, which was then 
pulled down over the eyes—almost. Then 
with my gun on my shoulder I would fall in 
with the waiting army and march off to 
war. Sometimes mother would ask me if 
I had seen a little girl with curls and I would 
very scornfully reply that I had not. Why, 
a girl was utterly unheard of, for me, a 
soldier, to bother with, and curls made her 
all the worse. Oh dear, when I stop and 
think now how I try to get the best perma- 
nent possible at the lowest price. 

! usually bossed the boys around and 


made them toe the mark, and they always 
gave me my own way or I'd fight for it like 
the best of them. 

I remember losing a screw in my gun, 
which made the situation dreadful because 
that held the whole works together. However, 
I soon conceived a brilliant idea when | 
saw Dick’s gun lying on the ground. I 
therefore proceeded with the aid of a screw 
driver to loosen the screw from its lodging 
and place it in mine. 


Now Dick had a very bad habit which I 
always sent him home for until he was sorry, 
and that was swearing. I claimed if he 
was going to be a soldier he shouldn’t swear 
How 


because it wasn’t done in the army. 


was I to know? I was never in a war. 


Of course Dick’s gun fell apart when he 
picked it up and I explained I needed a screw 
for my gun. Dick went home for a while. 

Then I started off to school and shocked 
my parents greatly over the things I did. 
Every day I went into my brother’s class and 
got all his marks of the day before. Nobody 
knew why I went in and it remained a 
mystery until the teacher and mother were 
talking one day. It seems mother thought I 
went in on an errand for my teacher, and 
my brother’s teacher thought mother sent 
me in to find out his marks. She, poor 
thing, unaware of my motive, gave me his 
marks until that revealing day. 


Upon reading a story to us about the In- 
dian’s love for hard cider I told the teacher, 
“So does my dad.” The funny thing is 
that my father is very much opposed to 
drink, but, it being around Thanksgiving, 
we naturally had cider and mother used to 
“kid” dad about being down cellar so much 
lately and being so attentive to chopping 


wood. So I took it for granted that the 
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cider was like that the Indians had. I’ve 
forgotten how dad felt at the time. 
| greatly humiliated mother one day when 


I had made 


friends with a great big fat good‘natured 


she came to school to meet me. 


policeman and used to amuse myself by 
throwing my rubber ball up and catching 
it as it rolled down his big “bay window.” 
Mother told me I must not do it, it wasn’t 
nice, but I informed her to her greater hu- 
miliation that it was all right, I did it every 
day. 

| suppose I shall always be more or less 
“tom-boyish”; in fact I bought a new pair 
of riding breeches instead of a new dress 
about a month ago. They're much more 
comfortable. Of course now and then I be- 
come more like a girl and decide that a fur 
coat would be nice and a bunny wrap has a 


lovely feeling and perfume can be sweet. 


ROQUEFORT 
Walter G. Taylor, °36 

| had been drowsing all morning, my ears 
having become accustomed to the rumbling 
of the train and the voices of the talkative 
people around me. However, since I am a 
great devourer of edibles, my ears instinc- 
tively became alert at the welcome voice of 
the colored porter calling, “Dinuh is suhved, 
dining car ahead, last call for dinnuh!” 

I hurriedly tightened my __ shoestrings, 
straightened my tie, brushed my hair, and 
tucked my shirt in. Then assuming as dig- 
nified an air as is possible in my case, I 
proceeded in the direction which my olfac- 
tory nerves led me, or in other words, | 
literally followed my nose. Arriving in the 
dining car I seated myself at a small table 
with much gravity, and allowed the black 
waiter to push my chair in, I glanced over 
the menu with the idea in mind that I must 
The 


cheapest item on the card, Roquefort Cheese 
Salad, was thirty cents. 


save some money to tip the waiter. 


This being a com- 
paratively fair price, | ordered it for lunch. 


Tach ALD We03G Asis 


While I was waiting for the waiter to re- 
turn, I began to wonder what this Roquefort 
cheese was, but I consoled myself with the 
idea that I had enjoyed all the cheeses | 
had ever tasted. 


Well, my waiter returned with a dainty 
dish, upon which was lettuce and mayon- 
naise, but where was the cheese? As I poked 
around with my fork in search of the cheese. 
I wondered how anything so tiny could pos- 
I finally found it 
and cut off a small piece. The inevitable 
I placed the morsel in my 
There are no 


sess such a strong odor. 


time had come. 
mouth with much bravado. 
words which can fully express the unpal- 
atableness of this cheese. In fact, I found 
myself unable to swallow it, and as I did not 
wish to keep the distasteful food in my 
mouth, I cautiously placed it right back 
where it came from. I said to myself, “Oscar 
Johanson Pinkleton, you have never eaten 
anything quite like this before, have you?” 
I was just about to answer myself in the 
negative, when the bulky form of the head 
waiter loomed up before me. 

“My good friend,” quoth he, “don’t you 
enjoy your cheése?” 

“If you think I do,” I replied, “my ac- 
tions must have betrayed me.” 

He chuckled dryly and continued, “Do you 
realize that Roquefort is the healthiest of all 
cheeses?” 

“Well,” I remarked, “I am glad it feels 
well, but I don’t think it has a wholesome 
At this statement the head 
waiter left, giving me up as a hopeless case, 


bd 99 
complexion. 


I imagine. 

But even more distasteful than my dinner 
was the fact that a perfectly good thirty 
cents plus a quarter for the waiter was 
wasted, wasted because of my ignorance on 
Now the moral of 
this woeful tale is, “Always know your 


the subject of cheeses. 


cheeses and above all keep away from 
Roquefort.” 
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METAMORPHOSIS 
Grace Crosby, °34 
When a woman who has reached the prime 
of life, very staid in habit and with the repu- 
tation of a simple seamstress and a remark- 
able doughnut baker, suddenly comes out of 
her little shell, hesitates shyly, and is off in 
a whirl of excitement, one may be certain 
that a crisis has occurred in her life. 
Deborah Stowe had moved to the small 
town of Greensborough ten years previously 
and, after having settled herself in a tiny 
little cottage in the outskirts of the village, 
seemed content to be by herself. During the 
last few years, however, a little sign had been 
hanging from the massive oak tree in front 
of her read, 
Doughnuts and Fine Sewing.” 


cottage which “Homemade 
The women 
of the village, out of curosity of course, 
came to visit Deborah, in the hope of becom- 
ing neighborly, and perhaps gaining an ex- 
planation of the reason why she had kept to 
herself all these years. Yet it was with shak- 
ing heads that they departed from the little 
cottage, only to report to their friends that 
“the woman” made no conversation what- 
ever. Then people began to accept her as 
one who merely wished to be left alone, un- 
noticed, outside of community amusement. 
Thus the sudden change in the life of the 
quiet little woman brought a shock to the 
town of Greensborough. 

It was on a Saturday morning that the lady 
in question bustled into the only beauty 
parlor and boldly asked if she could have 
some “fixin’”’ done without an appointment. 
The young high school girl at the desk gaped, 
yes, actually gaped at the beaming customer 
requesting a facial, shampoo, finger-wave and 
a manicure! 

A well-known and established fact in such 
Greensborough is that news 
By the time Miss 
Deborah emerged from Mrs. Stevens’ Beauty 


a town as 
possesses magic wings. 


Parlor, garrulous housewives were whisper- 
ing in hushed tones over their back yard 


lS | 


fences that the town spinster had a man! 
What else could be the reason for her sud- 
den burst of extravagance and enthusiasm? 

After leaving the beauty parlor, Deborah 
tripped across the street, bidding a cheery 
good afternoon to all who passed her and 
entered the meat market, where she purchased 
a pound of the finest Porterhouse steak. 

As she turned off.the main road toward 
home again, she encountered the post-man 
who said to her: 

“Afternoon, Miss Stowe, | hear there’s big 
doin’s at yer house today.” 

“Why, how on earth did you know?” she 
asked querulously. 

“Well, ma’am, as a matter of fact, every- 
one in town seems to think you’re goin’ to be 
entertainin’ this week-end. People seem to 
think you’re expectin’ company or some- 
thin’.” 

Miss Stowe blushed a furious red and 
seemed to be at a loss to know what to say. 

‘“Well—you see I have got company; they 
arrived this morning and | thought it called 
tor a little celebration. My cat Maria, just 
had her first batch of kittens, nine of the 
most adorable little animals ever seen.—Oh, 
Mr. O’Reilly, do you think that a cat would 


eat steak?” 
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MAN 
Elizabeth Leland, °35 


\ firm brown hand of slender form, 
A heart that’s kind or stern, 
\ soul prepared to face the dawn, 
A brain prepared to learn, 
load 


Two shoulders strong to bear the 


Along life’s broadening span, 
A body that can bear the goad 


Of strife: that one is man, 


Eton) 
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IT DOESN’T PAY 


Olive Bowker, °36 


“But mother, | won't go!” Peggy wailed 
desperately. 

“Marguerite, you are going to take your 
grandfather to that football game tomorrow,” 
Mrs. Worth concluded quietly. “Now stop 
that silly crying and eat your supper.” 

Peggy subsided with her mind in a tur- 
moil. “Why,” she asked herself, “does 
mother have to spoil the biggest game of 
the season? Grandfather will embarrass me 
to tears with his terrible clothes and coun- 
trified manners. And just when I was get- 
ting acquainted with some of the girls in 
Oh dear! Oh dear! But 
maybe it will rain.” With this comforting 
conjecture, she at last fell asleep late that 


this new school. 


night. 

But the day of the big game dawned fair 
and sparkling with not a trace of showers. 
Afternoon found Peggy rebelliously moving 
toward the ballfield with the much despised 
erandfather by her side. He was a small, 
spry old man with rather long, white hair 
which curled in little wisps over the back 
of his neck. His face was sharp and know- 
ing, and his eyes darted from one thing to 
another as if trying to pierce their inmost 
secrets. His very old and countrified clothes 
were loose and baggy, but looked as though 
they were made just for him. 

Pegegy’s one and only wish upon arriving 
at the field was to get as far from her friends 
as possible. But she found she was not go- 
ing to be allowed to stay at the end of the 
field, for her grandfather’s eye had caught 
the bright colors of the cheering section. 
With a little titter he pulled Peggy over, 
saying, “I like to be with the pretty young 
girls.” 

Peggy sat down as brightly as_ possible, 
and, turning a deaf ear to her grandfather’s 
cackling stream of conversation, tried to con- 


After a time she 
realized she hadn’t heard his squeaky voice 
for some time. She looked wildly around un- 
til her horrified eyes at last rested on him. 
He was talking with Mr. Sheldon, the princi- 
pal of the school! “What wild things is he 
telling him now?” despaired Peggy. Her 
cheeks burned with mortification as she 
turned and sped homewards, for she felt she 


centrate on the game. 


could never look at her grandfather again. 


She avoided him as much as she could 
over the week-end and on Monday morning 
started laggingly to school. 

As the pupils sat down in the assembly 
hall a great relief filled her heart. Nobody 
had said a word about him and she had 
She even felt like 


Peggy gave her 


worried all for nothing. 
forgiving her grandfather. 
attention to Mr. Sheldon. 
. “and I am glad to introduce to you 
at this time my old friend, Mr. Worth.” 
Peggy sat up with a jerk. She must be 
mistaken! But, no. There was her grand- 
father. Her grandfather! 
ous. She listened to his humorous talk on 
his early football adventures dazedly. When 
it was over, compliments poured in from all 


It was preposter- 


of her new friends. 

“Peg, what a ducky grandfather!” 

“Why didn’t you introduce us at the 
game?” 

“Wasn't he marvelous?” 

“Why was I such a snob?” thought Peggy 
late that night after she had gone happily 
to bed. 

Meanwhile, down in the living room her 
grandfather tip-toed over to Mrs. Worth’s 
chair. He bent down and whispered in her 
ear. This is what he said. “Do you think 
Peggy will take me to the game next Sat- 
urday?” 
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THE PENCIL 


Marquis B. Graham, °34 


The fact that the following incident is 
absolutely true makes it all the more sin- 
ister. It illustrates how an unimportant 
little twist of circumstance having no actual 
effect on the main trouble at hand can send 
the shivers up and down one’s back. 

It happened one Sunday afternoon during 
the early fall. My family and I were out 
pleasure riding and were in a collision with 
another car. My father and I luckily escaped 
injury but my mother and little sister Muriel 
were apparently quite badly hurt, the little 
one being unconscious. My father lifted my 
mother from the wreckage and I took care 


of Muriel. 


the street to where a car was waiting to 


As I was carrying her across 


take her and my mother to a hospital, J 
heard someone exclaim: 


“Oh, look! The little girl has been killed!” 


Of course as I could feel Muriel squirm in 
my- arms every so often I knew that this was 
not true, but nevertheless it did not make 
me feel any better about the whole thing. 

My father went to the hospital with them 
and | 


badly shaken up and nervous about my 


remained behind. Although I was 
mother and sister, not knowing the extent of 
their injuries, | managed to borrow a pencil 
and record the license number of the other 
car and the name and address of its driver 
in a notebook which I was carrying. Having 
finished, I turned around to return the pencil 
to its owner, but discovered that he was gone. 
Thinking that I was a pencil to the good, 
I started to put it in my inner coat pocket. 
It was then that I saw it. Printed on the 
pencil. were three words. They were: 


GRAHAM FUNERAL SERVICE. 
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HE WHO LAUGHS LAST LAUGHS BEST 


Gould Hulse, °36 


The critical moment had arrived—the last 
half of the ninth inning, three men on bases, 
two outs, two strikes, and three balls, with 
the fielding team ahead, five to two. The 
pitcher, a tall lean chap, was seemingly cool 
in spite of'the roars of the crowd. And why 
not? Wasn’t he Lefty O’Pinhead? Hadn't 


he won every game so far for his team? 


In his opinion there wasn’t a ghost of a 


chance for the little hick town and the cross- 
eyed player he was pitching against. Reach- 
ing down he picked up a handful of dirt and 
rubbed it into the palm of his hand. Hold- 
ing the ball at arm’s length he glanced back 
of him to see if there was a chance of catch- 
ing anyone of the jumpy players off his 


guard. Looking towards the catcher he shot 
his arm forward and the ball sped at the 
batter in a pitch which had been named the 
“Hitless” by the local papers. Pinhead had, 
however, forgotten one thing, that the batter 
was crosseyed. He did not realize that the 
batter was using two bats, hitting two balls, 
and running to two bases. The man at bat, 
even though he was crosseyed, was not dumb. 
He disregarded one of the oncoming balls 
and swung with both bats at the other. Who 
could miss with such a defense? 

When trotting around the bases for a home 
run, the batter decided that his ailment was 
not so bad if you only know how to use it, 
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ADVICE TO A HUSBAND HUNTER 


Phyllis Bartlett, °34 


Dear Miss Barefax: 

I am a young girl of twenty-nine and | 
spend most of my leisure time knitting with 
Mama. Mama is so entertaining and so 
clever and she is very willing to chaperone if 
a young man comes to the house, but there 
lies the trouble. No young men ever come 
to see me. Isaih Hinkleton, our iceman, is 
the only man that comes near the house, and 
he is married. Please advise me on how to 
find a suitable man. 

““Doddy.” 
Dear “Doddy”: 

Why don’t you go to a church social the 
next time there is one and pick out some man 
whom you consider your “type.” Then think 
of some plan or, in your case, some clever 
trick by which you can attract his attention 
to yourself and perhaps keep it there. You 
might even get some idea from the movies. 
From your letter you sound as though you 
weren't acquainted with much outside your 
home, so go to the movies and enjoy yourself 
as well as to try to get some idea which may 
help you. 

Miss Barefax. 
Dear Miss Barefax: 

I picked out a nice meek-looking young 
man named Elmer Wirtz, who is the new 
constable of Merryvale. Then, because I’m 


not very well acquainted with the names of 
any particular moving pictures, I went in to 
the city and went in to a theatre and sat 
down. I don’t remember the name of the 
picture but the girl in it seemed to have many 
boy friends and all she did was say, “Come 
up and see me sometime.” Then I formed 
my plan. 

The next day I walked by the corner where 
Elmer usually stands and dropped my hand- 
kerchief. Elmer picked it up and handed it 
to me and said very politely, “Pardon me, 
but you dropped your handkerchief.” 

Then very bravely, and quite assured that 
it must help me win a boy friend, though not 
knowing why it would, I said, “Come up and 
see me sometime.” 

And what do you think? Elmer just took 
to his heels and ran—but promptly at seven- 
thirty that evening the door-bell rang and 
there stood Elmer! Well, he quite boldly 
told Mama that we were going to the movies 
and he as much as told her that “two is a 
company, three is a crowd.” _ 

Look’s like everything’s going fine now. 
Elmer comes to call on me twice a week. 
Unless he is too slow in asking the final ques- 
tion, | won’t have to write for any more ad- 


vice. 


“Doddy.” 
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INFINITE 
Isabel Rector, °34 


Night, a thick black cloak, 
Concealing; 

Stars, an opal midnight sky 
Revealing; 

Moon, from still shadowy treetops 
Stealing; 

Evening panorama. 


Mist, in cold white silence 

| Clinging; 

Wind, from highest lofty hillsides 
Swinging; 

Sun, in new light brilliance 
Flinging 

Dawn across the sky. 
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A TALE OF A FOX HUNT 


Jeffrey Carre, °36 


It was a brisk, clear Thanksgiving morn, 
and the spirits of the group of red-coated 
huntsmen were high as they talked to each 
other of the coming hunt. 

“You will see that fox hunting is the great- 
est sport of all,” boasted the tall, lean man, 
His 
well-built companion vaulted on his own 
steed, and smiled in a hearty, likeable man- 


who was reining in a fiery bay stallion. 


ner. 

“We'll see after the chase if you are right, 
John,” he drawled, for this was Robert 
Craig’s first fox hunt. 

The clear call of a bugle rang out and the 
party cantered swiftly away, led by a pack 
of splendid fox hounds. As the friends rode 
together Craig remarked, “I don’t know when 
I have ever seen the countryside so beautiful 
as it is this morning.” 

John Overton laughed. ‘Wait until the 
fox is sighted for your thrills,” he counseled. 

A series of deep bays sounded in the dis- 
tance; evidently the scent of a fox had been 
picked up by the dogs. The bugle cried, the 
men shouted, raised themselves in their stir- 
rups, and the band was off racing helter- 
skelter after the wildly excited hounds. 

Overton was a daring, skillful horseman 
and led Craig far in advance of the rest of 
the party. Through the wildest parts of the 
countryside they flew for hours, led by a few 
dogs. Over fences, through tangled under- 
brush, and across marshes the crafty fox had 
twisted and turned. At length the bell-like 
notes of the hounds ceased and they came to 


a stop. Minutes passed and still there was 
no trace of a scent. A look of mingled 
amazement and indignation crossed Overton’s 
face. “That fox has fooled us; the dogs have 
lost the scent!” he cried out. 

“Oh, calm down,” soothed Craig, “The 
ride was enough to satisfy me, and the fox 
has deserved his liberty.” 

At that moment, however, the baying of 
the rest of the pack was heard, and over the 
brow of the hill the fox appeared, straining 
to keep in front of the eager hounds. As 
Craig saw the fox, the glamour of the hunt 
disappeared and only pity was left, for the 
tail of the fox was dragging in the dust and 
his heaving sides were covered with sweat 
and grime. 

Overton’s hounds now sprang after the fox 
and the dogs began to close around the weary 
beast. With almost human intelligence the 
fox seized his only remaining chance. He 
bolted through the line of dogs and was evi- 
dently attempting to reach a wide, thick 
patch of brambles which covered the entire 
side of a neighboring hill. 

“He may get away yet!” exclaimed Over- 
ton and snatched a small revolver from his 
pocket. Before Craig could prevent Overton 
from shooting, the fox was lying on the hill- 
side, his gallant life snuffed out by a single 
bullet. 

That November day marked Craig’s first 
and last hunt. From that day to this, greatly 
to Overton’s amazement, Craig has preferred 
to do his hunting with a camera. 
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DESIRE 
Isabel Rector, 734 


On Christmas Eve I do not pray, 
That Thou send me a guiding light; 
But all blind souls who know not day, 
I, ask that Thou bless them this night. 


Oh give them peace for one brief time; 
The gladness of new life retrieve, 
‘And let no sorrows spoil the chime 
Of joyous bells this Christmas Eve. 


lor love of Him whom this night bore 
Give them the strength Thy will to do, 
And let them see when life is o’er, 
A new dawn shining through. 


BELLS—INCLUDING THE DUMB ONES 


Jean Morrison, 734 


“Hear the sledges with the bells—silver 
bells! 
What a world of merriment their mel- 
ody foretells!” 

You all must be familiar with the poem of 
Poe’s that begins with these words. When 
| read it, it started me musing on that in- 
teresting subject. How many kinds of bells 
there are in this busy world of ours! It is 
surprising to realize how we take for granted 
—all the clanging, tinkling, and booming— 
without thinking of its significance. 

Fire-engine bells raise—except in small 
boys perhaps—only a mild interest. The 
solemn warning of the bell-buoys at sea 
affects us scarcely at all. Telephone and 
door bells and perhaps church bells have 


a little more influence in that we do, at least- 


obey their call dutifully (or not so duti- 
fully) and have a little respect for their 
commands, 
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A very common bell that everyone in the 
civilized world must recognize is the alarm 
clock bell. Although it regulates the life 
of the majority of people, there are many 
lazy ones who fail to let it affect them. They 
let the alarm ring its old head off without 
lifting a finger to get out of bed. If I had 
all the time wasted every day simply be- 
cause people refused to obey the alarm 
clock, I wouldn’t have to worry about how 
I'd do my home work and get some sleep 
as well. 

Another bell | would put in the non-influ- 
encing class is the fire-bell in N. H. S. In 
spite of its deep resonant tones, supposed 
to instill in us a desire for immediate action 
such as getting quickly out of a door and 
into the open, it seems, on the contrary, to 
urge us only to listless wondering and casual 
chatter. 

In a class by itself (himself or herself) is 
the dumbbell. 
Gracie Allen. 
one to compare with her. 
in her world—Queen of Fools! 

I must end my little dissertation at this 
point for I hear the tinkle of the dinner bell, 
calling invitingly. Here is one that is an 
influential bell indeed, as far as I’m con- 


I offer as supreme example 
Without a doubt there is no 
She stands alone 


cerned. 
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SANDBURG 
Edson Tribble, °34 


The cop comes 
On sofe rubber tires. 


He sits looking 

Over number plate and driver 
From his lofty saddle, 

And then—arrests. 


LEE 


SIMPLICITY 

Isabel F. Rector, °34 
I can no splendid beauty see 
In nodding flower or slim birch tree, 
In roaring wave or singing bird, 
In mountain top or cattle herd— 
But one small room at eventide 
(An easy chair my fire beside) 
Holds poignant peace for me. 
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TRIOLET 
Ruth Gordon, ’34 

Ah, here I sit and moan my fate— 
How could the world so cruel be. 

To place me in this awful state? 

Ah, here I sit and moan my fate 
Because no fish will take my bait! 

Gee, how the gang will laugh at me. 
Ah, here I sit and moan my fate 

With all the fish still in the sea. 


THE RELUCTANT DOCTOR 


William Buckley ’35 


A full moon shone on the quiet and ap- 
parently deserted campus of Easton Uni- 
versity. The clock in the library tower 
struck the half hour. 

From the shadows of a large bush a husky 
whisper issued. “It’s eleven-thirty.” Then 
the dead silence reigned once more. 

First inaudibly, then more clearly came 
the crunch of footfalls on one of the gravel 
walks. At this sound the bush from which 
the whisper had come rustled impatiently, 
at which two or three strained voices hissed, 
“Quiet! 

In another two 
stroller, in the shape of a freshman, drew 
abreast of the bush, shielding the onrushers, 
whereupon the innocent frosh was borne 
to the earth by the sudden impact of five 


Whassa matter?” 


minutes the — solitary 


sophomores. 

Before the victim could cry out, he was 
wrapped in a heavy blanket, which muffled 
his shouts completely. 


No sooner had they done this, than a 
group of freshmen, crossing the campus, 


forced them to hide in the bushes. There 
they remained until the last frosh had 
passed. 


The ““‘hazers” then shouldered the squirm- 
ing bundle and hurried across the campus, 
down the main street in utter silence to the 
medical buildings. 

One of the more agile sophs opened a 
cellar window and soon all were inside. 

There the blanket was removed from their 
victim, who was left standing in a shaft of 
moonlight. He peered about him timidly, 
then stood quietly in the center of the ring 
of sophomores. 

Suddenly a deep resonant voice broke the 
stillness. 

“Frosh, you are to do the bidding, what- 
ever it may be, of the “Secret Soph Six.” 


“Yes, sir,” was the answer. 


‘Do you know where you are?” rumbled 


the master-mind., 
“No, Sir,” meekly replied the frosh. 


the cellar of the medical 
school morgue,” droned the voice. “We 
have a duty for you to perform. Here are 
a saw and a scalpel. Take them, go into 
the morgue-room, and cut the right ear and 
left hand from the corpse on the center slab. 
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The group peering through the glass door 
saw the freshman collapse in a heap, so they 
rushed in and prodded the corpses who im- 
mediately slid to the floor laughing loudly. 

The “voice” then turned his attention to 
the freshman and slapped his face vigorously 
to revive him, but the victim did not respond 
to the blows. Anxiously, the slaps were 
again administered by the leader but they 
met with the same results. 

Frightened thoroughly, the “voice” started 
for the door but, at that instant, was forced 
back by a crowd of freshmen who charged in. 

The newcomers compelled the soph leader 
to tell the facts of the hazing, while one of 
their number worked over his unconscious 
classmate. 

Finally the self-appointed examiner arose 
He then 
tenderly covered the boy’s body with a sheet. 

At this, the “voice” and the other sopho- 
mores were shocked. The soph leader mo- 
tioned his colleagues from the room and 


and dusted his hands expressively. 


then turned despairingly to the freshman. 
who had examined the boy on the floor. 
The accosted thoughtfully walked to the win- 
dow and gazed sorrowfully into the deserted 
street, while the soph followed him. 

The next instant a hand clapped him on 
the shoulder and he turned to face the grin- 
ning countenance and outstretched hand of 
the hoaxed frosh who had out-maneuvered his 
superiors, the sophomores. 


Pao Ess AD NeO.CCARI SE 


When 
bring the severed parts to me, in this cellar.” 

The frosh looked dazedly at the nail-file 
and putty knife which were given him and 
moved reluctantly toward the barely visible 


you have completed your errand, 


stairs. 

“Wait!” bellowed the voice. 
trusted men will escort you to the portals 
of the chamber of the deceased.” 

The forlorn frosh, flanked by two husky 
sophs, ascended the stairs and moved quietly 
down the cheerless corridor. At the door of 
the designated room his guards held him, 
while one of them consulted his watch. To 
the horror of the freshman, the hands indi- 
cated one minute before twelve. 

One of the captors opened the door and 
propelled the stricken frosh into the cold 
and ghostly room. Bathed in the pale moon- 
Upon these, covered 


“Two of my 


light were the slabs. 
by sheets, were corpses in various states of 
dissection. 

As the freshman grasped his tools more 
firmly and advanced toward the center slab, 
the bell in the library tower boomed out the 
first strokes of midnight. The buildings of 
the medical group fairly shook with each 
crash of the clapper. 

Upon the last stroke of the bell a weird 
phenomena occurred. The impromptu doctor 
let his tools slide from his numb fingers and 
clatter to the stone floor as the sheeted corpses 
rose in unison on their slabs and moaned. 


PHS AUD Ve OS CHA ST ek 


SENIOR CLASS REPORT 


The class of 1934 has been organized with 
these officers: President, Leonardo D’Addes- 
sio; Vice-President, Marjorie Burr; Treas- 
urer, Edson Tribble; and Secretary, Betty 
Hubbell. 

The class advisors are Mr. Benton and Mr. 
Johnson and the class dues are one dollar, 
payable to Edson Tribble. 

“A Lucky Break” was chosen as the play 
and is to be given in the evening of Decem- 
ber 15, 1933. Miss Churchill of the faculty 
is the coach. 

Green and white were chosen as the class 
colors. 

Betty Hubbell, 


Secretary 


mdr bra chie be te Sr eg 


JUNIOR CLASS REPORT 

The first meeting of the Junior Class was 
-alled to order in the auditorium, by John 
Chambers, on October 5, 1933 at 2:25 o’clock. 

The read and 
accepted. 

William Kennedy gave his report of the 
class finances. 

The election of the Junior Class officers 
The following pupils were 

Loring Nye, President: 


secretary's report was 


then took place. 
elected to offices: 
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Moodie, Vice-President; William 

Kennedy, Treasurer; Lois Small, Secretary. 
Miss Matheson, Miss Gates, and Miss Lewis 

were then elected to be our class advisers. 
The 


o'clock. 


Harriet 


meeting was adjourned at_ three 


Lois Small, 
Secretary. 


SOPHOMORE CLASS REPORT 


The first meeting of the class of 1936 was 
called to order at 2:25 on Wednesday, Octo- 
ber 24, 1933, by Chester Matthes, who is one 
of the new officers that had been previously 
elected. The other officers are Sylvia Svend- 
sen, vice-president; Roger Linton, treasurer; 
The class 


advisors are Miss Fessenden and Miss Har- 


and Jane Thompson, secretary. 


rington. 

Five members of the Sophomore ring com- 
mittee were elected: Mollie Stewart, chair- 
man; Cynthia Cutler. Lowell Kingsley, Adam 
Niden O’Brien. No other 


business was transacted. The motion for ad- 


and Nicholas 

journment was made and seconded at 2:35 

o'clock. 

Jane Thompson, 
Secretary 
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CAST FOR 


P<. 


Toh AY DIVE OF Gerace 


“A LUCKY BREAK” 


RL eee pain = Conny er 


Top Row: from left to right—Robert Gage, Carlton Tracy. 
Second Row: Wilmer Heath, Barbara Lane, Martha Kimball, Evelyn Dallachie, 
Isabel Rector, Miss Churchill. 


First Row: Edson Tribble, Jean Foresman, Kenneth Jones, Leo Mulherin, Grace 


Crosby, Lucille Allen. 


The Senior play entitled “A Lucky Break” 


progressing under the expert 


is rapidly 
coaching of Miss Churchill. The cast this 
year is very large, fifteen parts in all. Isabel 
Rector plays the part of Martha Mullett. 
Dorothea 
Corliss cleverly enacts the part of Claudia, 


with Lucille Allen as her mother. Wilmer 


Her daughter is Grace Crosby. 


Heath, a newcomer to our school, plays op- 
The big 


business man, John Bruce, is Robert Gage, 


posite Claudia as Tommy Lansing. 


whose manager, Charles Martin, is no other 
than Carlton Tracy. Barbara Lane adds 


much laughter to the play by her portrayal 


of Elmine Ludine. 
Ketcham and his Uncle Abner are taken by 
Kenneth Jones and Leo Mulherin. 
O’Brien and Edson ‘Tribble are 


ing side by side again. Evelyn Dallachie as the 


The parts of Benny 


Irene 
work- 


haughty Bella MacWatt, Jean Foresman as 
Alchiba Spinster, and Martha Kimball as 
Alphecea Spinster are the guests that will 
make you roll over in your seat. 


Rehearsals are being carried on regularly 
and it is hoped that a large audience will 
reward the timely efforts of both the coach 
and the cast. 


Te ts 


“A LUCKY BREAK” 
By Zelda Sears 

Produced in the Senior High School Audi- 
torium, Friday evening, December 15, 1933, 
under the personal direction of Eva Ham- 
mond Churchill. 
Characters 
Martha Mullett, Hotel Proprietor 
Isabel Rector 
Grace Crosby 


Elmine Ludine Smith, @ servant 


Players 


Nora Mullett, her daughter 


Barbara Lane 
Benny Ketcham, a super-salesman 
Kenneth Jones 
Abner Ketcham, his uncle 
Leo Mulherin 
Lucille Allen 
Dorothea Corliss 
Wilmer Heath 
John Bruce, a man of business Robert Gage 
Charles Martin, manager for Bruce 


Mrs Barrett, a guest 
Claudia, her daughter 
Tommy Lansing 


Carlton Tracy 
Jura Charente, a French dancing teacher 
Irene O’Brien 


Edson Tribble 


Jean Foresman 


Var Charente, her brother 
Alchiba Spinster, a guest 
Alphecea Spinster, her sister Martha Kimball 
Bella MacWatt, another guest 

Evelyn Dallachie 
Office of Hotel Mullett, Matasa- 


euam, Connecticut. 


Scene: 


Time: The present. 
THES: A, A, DANCE 
The Student Activity Association Dance 
proved to be a fine treat for those who 
attended. 
year to which outsiders are not invited and 


This dance is the only one of the 


it is a great chance for everyone to become 
Preston Packard and his orches- 


The “hot-cha” 


specialties and vocalization were especially 


acquainted. 
tra furnished the music. 


appreciated. | Decorations consisted of a 
multitude of banners, and red, white, and blue 
crepe paper. The dance committee is to be 
congratulated for its fine work in presenting 


an enjoyable evening. 


AY D> VEO.G AxT.E 
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CHRISTMAS PLAY 
The Christmas play, “A Sign Unto You,” is 
being directed by John Kalinowski. The cast 
includes 


William Lansberg Edward 
Alene Mills Margaret 
Marjorie Butler Janice 
Sylvia Svensden Patricia 
John Kalinowski Howard 


Marion Pollard 


Robert Lewis 


The Maid 
The Newsboy 


The play is rather different from the usual. 
since it has gotten away from the Santa Claus 
idea and is more sophisticated. 

It takes place on Christmas eve in the 
Halloway home. Howard, very much against 
his parents’ wishes, refuses to become a 
business man and prefers to remain a preach- 
er in the East Side tenement districts. 

Soon a newsboy is brought in, faint from 
cold and hunger. This changes the action 
of the play and of course at the curtain the 
whole family is for “Preacher Halloway.” 


THE BOYS” GLEE CLUB 
This year the Glee Club, which consists of 
torty-five boys, is coming along nicely under 
the able supervision of Mr. Pollard. As 
usual they will sing at the Boys’ Gym Meet. 
We hope they will honor us with a few 
selections some Monday. 


GIRLS’ GLEE CLUB 


The girls’ glee club is making splendid 
progress this year under the able direction 
of Miss Titcomb. 
a somewhat larger number than in previous 


There are fifty members, 
years. Already the group has made one 
public appearance on High School Night in 
our auditorium. The performance received 
many compliments, and we hope that the 


sirls will keep up their good work. 
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THE HONOR ROLL 


To be on the Honor Roll a student must 
have all his marks in one marking term 
eighty-five per cent or better. It is a distinc- 
tion to be on the Honor Roll. The following 
names appear for the first period: 

Seniors 
Dorothy Acheson 
Gertrude Bagguley 
Phyllis Bartlett 
Kenneth Birkett 
Edgar Butters 
William Dodd 
Russell Greenhood 
William Lansberg 
Isabel Rector 
Jean Morrison 
Betty Rosenkrans 
Mary Smith 

Juniors 
Brian Abbott 
Lloyd Bigelow 
Charlotte Boyer 
Ruth Gilpatrick 
Betty Griffin 
Marjorie Hamilton 
Jean Merrill 
Thomas O'Connell 
George Schroeder 
Anne Winter 

Sophomores 
Jeffrey Carre 
Lowell Kingsley 
Richard Schmalz 
Walter Taylor 
Post-Graduates 

Edward Donald 
Marjorie Lunsford 


Barbara Webber 


LEADER’S 


is the second 


CLUB 
This year 
Leader’s Club made up, at present, of junior 


in which the 


and senior girls, has been a feature of girl’s 
athletics. It was organized with the purpose 
of promoting further interest in athletics and 


RH Re AD aN ee er 


helping prepare those girls who wish to con- 
tinue in physical education. So far our work 
has consisted of learning advanced hockey 
and marching tactics, and the refereeing of 
hockey games. Most of the girls are squad 
leaders in their respective gym classes and 
have ample opportunity to show off their 
skill. 
to become members are: 

Seniors—Barbara Brooks, Helen Decatur, 
Mildred Geyer, Thelma Goodwin, Betty Hol- 
brook, Chilla Kennett, Stella Roklan, Alsa 
Rossi, Mary Smith, Eleanor Snow. 

Juniors—Liberty Bond, Charlotte Boyer, 
Betty Church, Gertrude Coughlin, Ruth Gil- 
patrick, Marguerite Hubbs, Evelyn Hansis, 
Susan Loomis, Jean Merrill, Harriet Moodie, 


The girls who were fortunate enough 


Riva Rossi, Eleanor Tomaino. 


THE DEBATING CLUB 

The Needham High Debating Club meets 
in organization period every Monday in the 
library. It is under the direction of Mr. 
Benton, who teaches the members the prin- 
ciples of debating and the parliamentary form 
of debates. 

The club intends to hold an interscholastic 

debate with the North Attleboro team about 
March 19th. Mr. Benton will also have 
several interclass contests and will try to 
arrange for an _ additional interscholastic 
debate. 
The 
President, William Lansberg: 
vice-president, David Small; and secretary, 
Elizabeth Smith. 


At present there are fifteen members. 
officers are: 


THE STUDENT COUNCIL 

The Student Council is well under way and 
has Henry Silsby President; Betty Hubbell, 
Vice-President and Harriet Moodie, Secretary, 
as its officers. If you have any complaint or 
improvements to offer just mention it to your 
home-room member and he _ will 
gladly see that it is discussed at one of the 
meetings which are held on Tuesday. 


council 


THe 


APDEN OsCCAC TAL 
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ASSEMBLY PROGRAMS 


Almost everybody is interested in Indians: 
their mode of living and customs. It was 
with pleasure that we welcomed back Chief 
Joe Pocantico, a full-blooded Sioux Indian, 
who was with us some years back. He gave 
a very entertaining and educational lecture on 
the life of the American Indians. Besides 
telling us these things, Chief Pocantico gave 
us the opportunity to see with our own eyes 
different phases of Indian life, for he had 
many implements made by his people: such 
as tomahawks, knives, and beautiful beaded 
bags. Furthermore, he did for us a war 
dance, and sang us a song in his native 
tongue. 

Judging from the applause, the lecture was 
ereatly enjoyed by everyone; and we are 
certain that all who heard it derived worth- 
while knowledge about the original inhabi- 
tants of America. 

“Leisure, An Asset or Liability,” was the 
subject chosen by Mr. Carl Schrader, the 
supervisor of Physical Education in Massa- 
chusetts. This was the first time that Mr. 
Schrader has visited our school, but we all 
sincerely hope that he will return again, 
after having seen our school and the remark- 
able facilities we have in our gymnasium. 

“Yesterday's Sunshine is Tomorrow’s 
Light” 

Our friend and most entertaining speaker, 
Mrs. Hunter, from the Edison Electric Illu- 
minating Company, was our first guest speaker 
of the year. . The purpose of her talk was to 
impress upon the student body the origin and 


She 


brought her little treasure chest with her from 


worth of an ordinary piece of coal. 


which she produced the subject of her speech, 
a piece of coal. An able assistant added to 
the entertainment with carefully chosen and 
very instructive slides. 

Mr. Hunter of the Massachusetts Audobon 
He started 
right in by telling a humorous story which was 
exactly the thing to hold our undivided atten- 


Society was our next speaker. 


tion. Isn’t it funny how our speakers seem 


to prefer slides? The pupils can’t do their 
studying in assembly with the lights out. 
Mr. Hunter spoke in a cheerful and familiar 
manner, yet I think we all went from the 
auditorium in a serious frame of mind in 
reference to preserving our birds, country 
roads, and forests. 

A pleasant surprise. greeted us on return- 
ing from our short Columbus Day holiday. 
It was no other than our old friend, Mr. 
Hines, who presented “Rip Van Winkle,” and 
succeeded in waking up a holiday-lazy group 
of students. Mr. Hines has entertained us in 
the past with “The Taming of the Shrew” and 
“David Garrick.” 
choose next year. 

“THE CLUB’S HUSBAND” 


Time: The Gay Nineties. 


I wonder what he will 


Scene: A banquet table. 
Mrs. Gaylord 
Mr. Gaylord 
Mr. Napoleon B. Smith 
Mrs. Napoleon B. Smith 
Mrs. Scrooby 


Virginia Balfour 
_. Richard Barton 
_... Lloyd Bigelow 

...Barbara Blake 

.......Charlotte Boyer 
SUE hd peaey Betty Brett 
Miro eG een ss cary .a hve mee Liberty Bond 
Mrs. Winthrop 
Mrs. White 


Miss Smilie 


.......Mary Calabrese 
.......Eleanor Bowker 


MrsqaGtege esa oe Stas ot Hazel Chamberlain 
Mrs. Green ere barbara®A lian 
Mrs. Brown =o. 2d tances» brown 
Mrs blag kt sic7) o. a eh ee Thelma Carter 
Mr. Sellerby .. Russell Allen 
Waiter ...... hers RAs ieee William Biggart 


The home room programs, were inaugurated 
last: Monday by the Junior home-room, 301. 
As last year they chose a one-act play which 
was cleverly done. The setting for the play 
was the gay ’90’s and the appropriate costumes 
contributed to the atmosphere of the play. All 
went well until Richard Barton lost his 
mustache! 

Keep up the good work, 301, you have real 
talent in your room! 
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Alummnt 


CLASS OF 1933 
_..Massachusetts State 
College 


James Marcus Ryan . 


nA Working in 


Philadelphia 


Thomas Joseph Murphy 


Clare Sturtevant ...... Northfield Seminary 
Albert William Hopson, Jr. ....... Harvard 
Marjorie Rose Lunsford ..... Post Graduate 


Neal: Jacobs: 3 Se tare eee eee Harvard 
Royal Kilburn Abbott, Jr. ...... Dartmouth 
Ralph Guy Adams, Jr. ....... Chauncey Hall 
Charlotte A. Aghajanian .......... Working 


Anne Marie Alden ..... Bryant and Stratton 
Gilman Blake Andrews ...... Post Graduate 
Ida*Bailey*? Sips. ee et aerate Working 


Helen-May. Darton: 2..: uence Working 
William Joseph Beguerie ......... Working 
Elizabeth Sharkie Bejoian ......... At home 
Jeanette Ruth Amelia Boschen ..... Working 


George Minott Boyce ....... Post Graduate 
Helen Leona Britton ........ Post Graduate 
Phyllis Courtney Brown . . Boston University 
Homer Donald Burr ..... Springfield College 
Phyllis Barbara Burr Miss Wheelock School 
Aletha Cahill 
Eleanor Folger Caldwell 
Eleanor Noreen Casey ........ Posse Nissen 
Flora Chiappisi ....School of Practical Arts 
Ethel: ‘Carlyle Closson: :.2...57.% oo Working 
Carrol Bradford Cobb . .Chamberlain School 
Howard Wheeler Cole ....Hebron Academy 


Richard Granville Coleman 


ieee Mt. Holyoke 


Conservatory of Music 


Lilyan Rose Compton ....Wilfred Academy 


AlicesPauline Crisp... iene Working 
Anna ‘Agnes: Curtin eee Working 
Ruth Lillian Dallachie ......... Art School 


Naomi Ruth Dalrymple Studly Beauty School 
Marguerite Wright Day .....Post Graduate 
Robert 'B. Dearingo 200%. 2) hes Working 
William Daniel Desmone, Jr. ...... Working 


Thomas Francis Dodd ...... Bentley School 


of Accounting 


Francisjean Dunnes:,c ay ae Working 
Barbara Louis Eldridge .......... Working 
Charles Henry Ewing ..:........: Working 


Gardner Wilcox Fay 
Conrad W. Fisher 


... University of Maine 
_.Massachusetts Nautical 


School 


Francis Sprague Fisher ...... Massachusetts 


Nautical School 


Elizabeth Gilbert . Cambridge Preparatory 


School 
Agnes Crawford Gillespie ....... Working 
Dorothy Marie Gillis ....Massachusetts Art 
School 
Ruth Mary Godfrey ............. At Home 


Eugene Herbert Gordon, Jr. Hebron Academy 
Joel Gould ..... Middlesex Medical College 
Lincoln Edward Grasso .......... Working 
David Frederic Hall :....... Bentley School 
Hazel May Hampton ....... Post Graduate 
Edmund Alfred Hanson ..... Post Graduate 


Robert -W.: Harkins*< 3). e ae Working 
Helen Marie Henderson .......... Working 
Navita- Pearls Hoap gue At Home 
FY Gerard Hobbsaees +2. ee Working 
Lawrence “EK. ;Holliais esa. 2 Working 
Ruth Alberta Holman ........... At Home 


William Clews Humberstone ...... Working 
Gladys May Jackson 
John Paul Kalinowski ....... Post Graduate 
Elmer Evlyn: Kelley, Jr>.. 0. 225, Working 


Muriel Francis Kennedy .........At Home 
JohnJoseph Keris a2. peer ee At Home 
Edith Grace Kershaw ............ Working 
Gladys Irene Knowles ._.... Leonard Morse 
Hospital 
Janet Lewis-....... School of Practical Arts 
Graydn Reed Locke ............. Working 
Sophie Jane Maciunski ........... Working 
Elizabeth Florence MacKinnon .... At Home 


betas De Va OO: CPA aro 


Walter Joseph Makarovich 
Genevieve Loretta Marusa 
Emily Michelina Mescia 


sie Ae. Working 

.. Boston Conserva- 
tory of Music 

Bertram Scott Nickerson ....Bentley School 
Annie Niden ..... nee age Lasalle 
George Niden ...Post Graduate 
RB ICLORe NICGT Ory ee 0 eet Bentley School 
Robert Stan Parker ......... Post Graduate 
Evelyn Fay Perry 


George Allan Peterson .......... At Home 
Robert Reed ‘Proctor . 3%... 550.5 Harvard 
Walter Allen Rhynd ....:....... Working 
Karl Willis Richards, Jr. ....... Wentworth 
Institute 


Dorothy Fitch Roberts ...... Post Graduate 
Joseph Doane Roberts ........... At Home 


Frank Allen Rosenkrans .......... Working 
ober fe ROSS. gto ic pares es Dartmouth 
Willett Rowlands ......University of Maine 
Edward Joseph Ruane ........... Working 
Peostsdmimnd, Ryan 2.7. 245.25... Working 
Margaret Beryl Shaw :........... At Home 
Winnefred Ella Shuker ........... Working 
Frank Morrison Slack, Jr. ...... Wentworth 
Institute 
Margareteoimpson 42.5045. os At Home 
Thelma Cleveland Silsby ..... Post Graduate 
BRaura-hesis: Slade 055 yo. 5 tt 2s Working 


Herbert Benjamin Dodge Slaney .. . Working 


Margaret Anna Slaney ........... Working 
Rose Small ...Boston Conservatory of Music 
Josephine Starkweather ........... At Home 
Ruth Elizabeth Steeves ........... Working 


Jessie Walker Stewart . 
Myrtle Louisa Strong 

Joseph Alexander Stupak 
Grace pullivaneern eek 43: Post Graduate 
Margaret June Sullivan ....Leonard Morse 


... Boston University 


Hospital 
Emma Marie Swagher ........... Working 
Evangeline Anna Tomaino ........ Working 
iimasgelen -Voonee:s) ue ooh fe ee Bouvé 
Josephine Florence Trabucco .....Working 
Catherine Susan’ Vara’... 0... f-* At Home 
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Eleanor Marie Walker ........... Working 
Barbaras alice Watd 2. ceeveweee. Working 


Alyce Ann Warne . .Mass. General Hospital 
Barbara Ellis Webber ....... Post Graduate 
Samuel Weinstein .............. Working 
Eunice Howland Whitaker .. Burdett College 
eae eee: Post Graduate 
..Miss Wheeler’s School 


(Providence ) 


Roy Merton Wiggin 
Mary Willett ... 


Esther Marie Wilson ..Studly Beauty School 


David Wentworth Wood ......Working 
Richards DIfélown W artenierpare wien une Yale 
Frederick Broadley -.....2..,..<. At Home 
John Moulton Glidden ........... Working 


Dorothy Marie Foster . Studley Beauty School 


Robert Holden Kimball .......... Working 
Lawrence Mumford ............. Working 
Vireinia (Richards) 4-9 sao aes see Working 


Ruth Dawson of Needham Heights has 
been elected vice-president of Pi Beta Chi 
Sorority for the coming semester at the Uni- 
versity of Vermont. 

John Wentworth is attending Cornell Uni- 
versity in New York. 

Christine Stewart is attending Bryant and 
Stratton. 

Horace Perry is attending Burdett’s. 

Royal Abbott, class of 1933, is on the 
freshman swimming team at Dartmouth. We 
also hear that he received one hundred per 
cent. in his first math exam. 

Ruth Allen, class of 1929, is now attend- 
ing Fanny Farmer’s School of Cookery. 

Robert Mann, class of ’29, is captain of 
the cross-country team at Tech. 

Curtis Low, class of 1931, a present stud- 
ent at West Point, was on for the Harvard- 
Army game. 

Jerome Ryan, class of 1924, and Elizabeth 
Gillespie were united in marriage October 
28, 1933. 

Roger Hadley is a member of the North- 
eastern track team. He is outstanding in shot- 


putting. 
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Ruth Stanwood, class of 1931 and a stud- 
ent at Bouve, is doing practice work six days 
a week at the Peabody Home for Crippled 
Children. 

“Johnie” Stewart is playing left half-back 
for Massachusetts State College. 

Edna Inge, class of 1929, is a senior at 
Russel Sage. | 

Charles Bell, class of 1932, is now attend- 
ing Bentley School of Accounting. 

“Freddie” Mann, class of 1931, is vice- 
president of his class at Bowdoin. 

“Ty” Gilpatrick represents Sigma Phi 
Apha Fraternity in the Interfraternity Coun- 
cil at Northeastern University. 

Francis W. Cleaves and Walter Bezanson 
had scholastic averages of 3.8 during the 
second semester of the past year and were 
among the Dartmouth students whose names 
appeared in the semester report of “Men of 
Distinctive Scholastic | Accomplishment,” 
which was recenty announced by Dean C. 
Laycock of Dartmouth College. A_ perfect 
record of five A’s will give a student an aver- 
age of 4.0. The average of 3.2, the lowest 
mentioned in this semi-annual report, is 
equal to a record of one A and four B’s. 

Spencer Johnson, class of 1932, is playing 
his piccolo in the Dartmouth band. 


TUBS ASD Ne Os CASE Er: 


Exchange Department 


“The Oracle” Rensselaer High School 


We enjoyed your commencement issue 


very much. The cover design was very 
clever. Couldn’t you add a few more de- 
partments? 


“The Dial” Brattleboro High School 
Welcome to our exchange department! 
We enjoyed your October issue immensely 
-—especially the splendid articles and stories. 
You have a good humor department too. 


“The Crimson and Gray” 
Mary E. Wells High School 
A well-arranged magazine, but why not 
include a few poems? We thought your 
editorials on “The Century of Progress were 
particularly interesting and your department 
readings were original. 


“The Pioneer” Reading High School 

Excellent senior writeups The “High- 
lights” and special, informal pictures were 
particularly interesting. How about more 


stories ? 


“The Sentinel” New Haven, Conn. 

A weekly paper of four pages telling of 
all that’s happened concerning school activi- 
ties in the past week. 


Graham: “What kind of music is snoring?” 
Gage: “I don’t know.” 
Graham: “Sheet music.” 


“Jackie”: “Why does Tribble part his hair 
on one side.” 

“Ev”: “I don’t know.” 

“Jackie”: “Cause all blocks need an alley.” 


MEMORIAL DAY 
Hilda Lane, 735 


Serious children dressed in white - 
Thinking sad little thoughts; 

The flow’rs they laid, a lovely sight 
Upon the grave yard lots. 


But soon the kids forgot their Dead 
To push and shout and scream; 
And each one fought and died and bled 


To get a free ice cream. 


jhasbao 
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NEWTON FIELD DAY 

On October 25th, a group of nearly one 
hundred and fifty public school hockey play- 
ers, representing fourteen high school teams 
gathered at the Newton fields for the Boston 
Field Hockey Association annual field hockey 
day. The first varsity squad from Needham 
was one of the teams present. 

There were individual events including 
dedging and obstacle races for forwards, roll 
ins for halfbacks, driving for fullbacks, and 
tackling for all. Needham was unable to 
place in any of the events. 

Several games were played between the 
various schools. Among them was one 
between Needham and Melrose, the latter 
triumphing over our Alma Mater with a score 
of 1 - 0. 

During the course of the games each for- 
ward line was judged for its efficiency as a 
unit and the Watertown line emerged as 
superior, with Lexington second, and Malden 


third. 


HOCKEY FORWARD 


Contrary to the case in many schools, no 


more stress is laid on the girls of varsity 
caliber than those who are not and this year 
about 45 Sophomores, 33 Juniors, and 21] 
Seniors reported for hockey and all partici- 
pated in the class games. These facts show, 
themselves, that the girls have a great deal 
of enthusiasm for the sport. 

[It is one of the thrills of hockey to play in 
the mud and it may be fittingly said that 
more than one girl had mud in her eye dur- 
ing this season. 

New sticks were presented to the members 
of the varsity squad. They were exception- 
ally good—only three were broken during 
the season. Speaks well for the manufac- 
turer—“what say?” 

There was an inter-gym class tournament 
run off this year. These games were played 
off very enthusiastically although it did seem 
sometimes as if the captains could never get 
a full team together all at once. It was 
finally won by the third period who played 
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a similar team from Wellesley. These teams 
were captained by: Susan Loomis, Helen De- 
catur, Eleanor Snow, Jean Foresman, Mary 
Smith and Riva Rossi. 

The Seniors, after a hard battle with the 
Sophomores, finally won the inter-class cham- 
pionship, and the Juniors came in second. 
[t may well be said, however, that the Sopho- 
mores had a very good team and both classes 
had a hard time defeating them. 

Chilla Kennett was captain of the varsity 
squad and she sure made a good one for 
there were few balls that went by her. The 
Rossi cousins, each in her role of full-back, 
made a hard combination to break through. 
Betty Church made a speedy forward and 
several Sophomores showed good prospects. 
Although the hockey season was not very 
successful as far as the varsity squad was 
concerned all the girls enjoyed the sport 
and good times which went with it. We pre- 
dict a good season next year with the Juniors 
and Sophomores on the team and we wish 
them all the luck in the world. 


Letter Girls 


First Team 


Second Team 


Bond, L. Coughlin, G. 
Church, B. D’Addesio, L. 
Decatur, H. Gilpatrick, R. 
Geyer, M. Hubbs, M. 
Holbrook, B. Leland, E. 
Kennett, C. Capt. Merrill, J. 
Loomis, S. Moccio, M. 
Quinlan, R. Moodie, H. 
Rossi, A. O’Connor, A. 
Rossi, R. O’Neil, R. 
Smith, M. Pandolf, F. 
Hubbell, B. Mgr. Perry, P. 
Snow, E. 

Spicer, M. 

Stewart, M. 

Van Ornum, A. 
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The following girls received their N. H. S. 
insignia for having received five sets of nu- 
merals. 

Charlotte Boyer 
Evelyn Hansis 
Kathleen Keogh 
Jean Merrill 

Riva Rossi 
Antoinette Tomaino 


NEEDHAM 0 — BROOKLINE 2 


Prookline defeated Needham in the first 
big game of the hockey season. Great sensa- 
tion as Needham player shot a goal for 
Brookline! 

It was just one of those “breaks.” Too 
bad; but it was a bad break for the home 
team. Never mind girls, it was a moral 
victory and one to be proud of. 


NEEDHAM 0 — NEWTON 1 


As the team went on the field, wild cheers 
burst forth from the crowds (imaginary 
crowds you understand). The first half 
passed. Nothing happened to thrill the ex- 
pectant throng, except that a goal was scored 
for Newton. In the second half the team 
resumed its playing, rested, but still were 
unable to score. It amused the onlookers to 
watch “Chilla” and “Smitty” take roll-ins 
which bounced merrily down the alley. The 
two halfbacks tried to blame it on the field, 
but, strange as it may seem, this didn’t seem 
to work with the umpires. 


NEEDHAM 0 — WALTHAM 0 


Either the depression is over or Miss Rowe’s 
vocal chords had become strained asking for 
cars, for the girls travelled to Waltham in a 
bus. This was not, as usual, a varsity hockey 
game, but a class game starring the juniors 
and seniors, the latter going forth to battle 
with a very crippled team. 
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The juniors proved to be on the verge of 
going to sleep when they awoke to the fact, 
in the middle of the second half, that they 
were playing with only ten players, and they 
sent out a wide demand for a right inner. 
Shortly after this, one of the new sticks was 


broken. Both games ended in a scoreless tie. 


NEEDHAM 3 FRAMINGHAM 0 


Our girls closed their hockey season with 
the first victory of the year. There are not 
many girls who have the privilege of playing 
hockey in a hay field. Such was the case 
of the girls who journeyed to Framingham. 
Another rather amusing thing about the game 
was the elderly lady who helped referee. 
She would call a foul and then go in a con- 
ference with the members of the team to 
find out who committed it, what it was, and 
the penalty. 

But despite all difficulties we “brought 
home the bacon” for the first time this year. 
The Seniors won 3-0 with Mary Smith, usu- 
ally playing half-back, substituting on the 
forward line, scoring the points, thus having 
the honor of winning Needham’s first game. 

The Juniors won 6-0 with Susan Loomis, 


Betty Church, Ruth Gilpatrick and Jean Mer- 


rill shooting their goals. 


NEEDHAM 1 WELLESLEY 3 

After a vacation of about two weeks from 
hockey, the girls journeyed to Wellesley, 
where they suffered a very decided defeat. 
The fact that they hadn’t practiced for some 
time due to the weather, may offer some 
Needham’s first goal 
of the season was scored, however, in the 


excuse for this game. 


second half, so that may offset, somewhat, 
Betty Church is the 


one to be praised for this goal. 


the gloom of defeat. 


The second team was also defeated to the 
tune of 3-0. 
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NEW TENNIS CHAMPION 


In the girls’ tennis tournament which was 
played off last June, it was a decided case 
of “may the best man win.” “Ellie” Snow 
proved to be the champion when she defeated 
Mary Smith in the finals of the tournament 
although they were two very close sets and it 
may well be said that both girls know “more 
or less” about tennis. “Ellie” was presented 
a small tennis trophy as a result. 


FOOTBALL 
ArSepts 235 aaeaee Needham 0 — Walpole 0 
H Sept. 30... ..Needham 0 —. Abington 7 
A Octis to Sat ee Needham 0 — Dedham 0 
HY Oct. Mae ie Needham 19 — Andover 0 
Hi Oet2 eyemsiee Needham 0 — Milton 0 
Av Oct; 26 Needham 21 — Braintree 7 
H Nov. 4 .........Needham 6 — Natick 0 
A Nov. 11 ...Needham 0 — No. Attleboro 7 
HeNovals seca Needham 7 — Lexington 6 


A Nov. 30 .....:.Needham 0 — Wellesley 6 

Lexington, after several years break, and 
Walpole were added to the schedule this 
year and no teams were dropped. 

While only six letter men were left from 
last year, Coaches Claxton and Small did a 
splendid piece of work, with the available 
material. 

In our first game, Needham completely out- 
played Walpole, although fumbles and _in- 
ability to take advantage of opportunities 
resulted in a scoreless tie. Four times we 
had the ball within their ten-yard line and 
yet we failed to score. The game was fea- 
tured by the running of Glynn and D’Addesio 
and the defensive work of the entire team. 

In the first home game, Abington defeated 
us 7 - 0. Glynn was unable to play, his 
absence taking much from Needham’s offen- 
sive. In the third period, after recovering a 
fumble, Abington scored on a sixteen yard 
run from pass formation by Rushwick, left 
halfback. The point after the touchdown was 


scored through the line. Sherman, who took 
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Glynn’s place, D’Addesio, Pirro and Shaldone 
were Needham’s outstanding performers. 
Needham was again held to a scoreless tie 
by Dedham in the third game. 
D’Addesio to Pirro gained much ground; and 


Passes from 


Sherman, sophomore back, made some spec- 
tacular runs. At one time during the first 
half, he made a nine-yard run through the line 
for what was practically a touchdown, but 
the referee brought the ball back to the four- 
yard line, claiming that Sherman had been 
downed there. 
game throughout the entire contest. 


Needham played a great 


Needham’s first touchdown came in the 
game with Punchard High of Andover. 
Needham’s passes worked to perfection; the 
interference was well planned; and the ball- 
carrying was highly successful. The second 
touchdown in the second period was the most 
spectacular. D’Addesio scored from the 
four-yard line when the Needham line made 
a perfect hole in the defensive line. All of 
Needham’s touchdowns were scored on power 
plays properly executed and every member of 
the team was deserving of praise for the 
brilliant game. 


Needham entertained Milton on Memorial 
Park going in as the underdog. From the 
first minute of the game till the final whistle 
blew the boys of Needham High School 
played “heads up” football. It was one of 
those games that have to be seen to be appre- 
ciated. Needham’s goal-line stand was one 
of the greatest ever put on by a high school 
football team. Milton had five downs, one 
because of an offside penalty to advance one- 
They failed and 
Needham’s defensive ability was obvious to 
every spectator. Towards the close of the 
first half, D’Addesio, after a lateral from 
Pirro, threw a beautiful pass to Tracy, but 


yard for a touchdown. 


the ball slipped from his hands. Tracy can- 
not be blamed, as he had just gone into the 
game and was probably greatly excited as a 
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touchdown was in sight. This game resulted 


in Needham’s third scoreless tie. 


Again Needham hit its stride to score 


twenty-one points to Braintree’s seven. 
Braintree had suffered only one defeat up to 
the Needham game. Needham _ literally 
marched down the field three times to score 
three touchdowns. George Hasenfus, Bar- 
tony, Sherman, and D’Addesio did some great 
ball-carrying throughout the game. Brain- 
tree’s touchdown was scored in the fourth 
period when D’Addesio attempted to punt. 
The opposing center came through, blocked 
the kick, and took the ball the short distance 
to the goal line. Remsen was injured in the 
first period and was replaced by Cleaves. 
This was another great game for Needham 


tans. 


Natick, who has always been a strong and 
worthy opponent played our boys on our 
home field for the third consecutive year. 
Natick, who up to that date had not had such 
a very successful season went on the field with 
everything to gain and nothing to lose, while 
Needham trotted down upon the playing field 
with a slightly better record. The first period 
found our boys playing offensive football 
most always in the blue and red territory of 
Natick. Early in the second period our able 
back Tony Pirro recovered a Natick fumble 
on the opponents 35 yard line. The blue 
and white started clicking knowing the oppor- 
tunity offered them by this miscue of Natick. 
A pass from D’Addesio to Pirro resulted in a 
15 yard gain. Sherman and D’Addesio al- 
ternated in the power plays towards the last 
white line with Sherman carrying it over from 
the one yard mark. Bartony attempted a field 
goal, but went wide of its mark. At the end 
of the half Needham was leading to 6-0. The 
second half saw Needham playing defensive 
football contrary to that of the first half. 
The blue and red of Natick started an aerial 
attack which advanced the ball down deep in 
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Needham territory. Bartony standing on his 
own 15 yard line kicked the ball which went 
far down the field, landing on the Natick 45 
and it bounded over the goal line with the 
lusty cheer of its supporters putting Needham 
cut of a tight spot, closing the third quarter. 
The fourth quarter Natick again opened to the 
air, time and time again, the boys wearing 
the blue and red of Natick were far down the 
field, but every time our backs were right in 
there, spoiling their attempts. The game 
ended with Needham holding the long end of 
a precious 6 - 0 score. 

North Attleboro scored a touchdown in 
the first few minutes of the game to win 
from a Needham team playing its poorest 
game of the season. After the kick-off, 
North Attleboro advanced fifty-five yards to 
The rest 
of the game was even, listless football; and 


make the only score of the game. 


only once Needham threatened to score, in 
the last period. A pass that grounded in 
the end zone ended the advance on the Attle- 
boro team yard line. 

In one of the best games of the season, 
Needham came from behind to win over a 
strong Lexington team. For the first time in 
years Needham showed that the game is not 
over until the final whistle. 


In the closing minutes of the first half, 
Lexington scored on a pass that completely 
outwitted Needham. The kick for the extra 
blocked by Needham 


point Scrima, 


tackle. 


was 


In the fourth period Bartony made a long 
run of over fifty yards from scrimmage to 
With D’Addesio 
and Sherman carrying the ball Needham 
went over for a touchdown. In this 15-yard 
advance the ball was fumbled by Needham 
Sherman 


the Lexington 15-yard line. 


but was recovered by Bartony. 
carried it over for the winning point as well 
as for the touchdown, using a delayed buck 
from punt formation. The game ended soon 


after the Needham score. 


[ 39 ] 


Needham suffered its third defeat in the 
final contest of the season with Wellesley. 
The score, six to nothing, was a great disap- 
The well- 
trained Wellesley team was unable to score 
in the first half and Needham did 
creditable in this 
Raleigh Glynn, who was playing his second 


pointment to Needham rooters. 


some 


defensive work time. 
game ot the season, started off well but soon 
the Wellesley team succeeded in stopping 


him. 


Wellesley recovered a punt fumbled by 
Glynn on the Needham sixteen yard line in 
the third quarter and smashed through for a 
touchdown. The pass for the extra point 
after the touchdown was not completed. 


Needham’s chance came in the same period 
when Sherman intercepted a pass on Welles- 
Jey’s thirty-five and almost got away, being 
downed on the sixteen. The delayed buck 
brought the ball to the three yard line but 
an offside penalty put it back to the eight. 
Two plays later Wellesley intercepted a pass 
and Needham’s scoring chance was gone. 


Remsen, Scrima and Tracy played a great 
defensive game for Needham but the entire 
team was unabe to break up Wellesley’s 
great interference. 


CHEER LEADERS 


“One! Two! Three!!””» From whom else do 


these cries come than our four peppy cheer 
leaders,—Edson Tribble, Louis Gilbert, Grace 
Crosby, and Jean Foresman. With this lively 
quartet on the job, the cheering has been a 
grand success this year. 


[| 40 | 


rey es OB) Nenl ope! Peshy Peo tae Serr ea) |e, 


GIRLS WHO RECEIVED NUMERALS 


1936 
Aucock, H. 
Adams, V. 
Anderson, E. 
Appleby, P. 


Brownville, R. 


Bowker, O. 
Boyer, B. 
Buerkel, M. 
Clark, J. 
Colburn, B. 
Cutler, C. 

L-’ Addesio, L. 
Dodd, R. 
Fairbanks, M. 
Gillis, B. 
Humberstone, 
Jeffrey, F. 
Jeffrey, H. 
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LETTER MEN 


Packard, Captain 


. Silsby, Manager 
. Shaldone 

. Scrima 

:. Humberstone 
7. Cleaves 

. Waitkunas 

. Remsen 

‘, Capobianco 

. Cericola 

. Andruckovich 
. Lansberg 

. Glidden 

. Glynn 


. Hasentus 


L’ Addesio 


. Bartony 
. Sherman 
(Pirro 


Lunsiord, P. 


McGregor, E. 


Owens, J. 
Pandolf, F. 
Prior.s1; 
Ricciardelli, 
Rogers, P. 
Rice, A. 
Rosenkrans, 
Stewart, M. 
Svendsen, S. 
Thorpe, R. 
Warren, A. 
1935 

Allan, B. 


Q’Connor, A. 


D. 1934 
Agresta, S. 


Dyer,. H. 


WINTER SPORTS 


After completing a very successful season 
on the gridiron, the boys started what we hope 
will be a successful season in their winter 
sports—hockey, wrestling and basketball. We 
again have the privilege of belonging to the 
Bay State League and will play in the Arena. 
The games will be played in the afternoon 
this year and spectators will be allowed to 
skate until 5 o’clock. The schedule is: 


Walthant soe ae ye eee Dec. 30 
Framingham. gak ae eee Jan. 6 
Quince RO eee éJany7i3 
Ba Gerlich stomata: oe tee att) 
Wellesleyis inter sbkestsiert Jan. 27 
Watertewirrea'ci) sae Feb. 3 


The wrestlers are out again and are very 
enthusiastic in their field of sports. They 
plan to have matches with Watertown, Wey- 
mouth, Norwood, North Easton, Cambridge 
Latin, Quincy, and North Quincy, but the 
dates are not definite. 


A large number of basketball enthusiasts 
reported for their first practice the week of 
December 4, and they are anticipating, or at 
least hoping for, a successful season with the 
lollowing schedule: 


Brookline 9e-4 srs eee Dec. 18 A 
Holliston ice. tae ee Jan. 4H 
Milton 2:4 ks: Boke eee ae 
Dedhain: 23. eee Jan E274: 
Walpolé«:35 7) casper Jan. 17 H 
Natick", )ic bee ees Jan. 19 H 
Brookline: «°.41:..eaey Jane eek 
HDédham® we fica Jan. 26 H 
Belmont: toi) 22% ee fan ol 
Natick: iirc. « 2 Shae shes ees Feb. 2 A 
Walpole 3 scotia ran Feb. 7 A 
Wellesleynngs aheret. sae Feb. 9 H 
Ampieg oi jc8 tue eee aes Feb. 13 H 
Wellesley. :: 2.2 ..<.<.¢Feb. 177A 
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Fortune: “What is a pent?” 

Price: “I don’t know what it means in the 
singular but I do in the plural.” 

Fortune: “What does it mean in the plural?” 

Price: “Haven’t you ever seen a pair of 
pents?” 


* % % 


Mr. Benton: “Does anyone know what a 
centimeter is?” 
“Gracie”: “A horrid spider with a hundred 
99 
legs. 


* hy * ¥ * 


Thornley: “Is it true that if you multiply 
6 by nothing the answer is nothing?” 

Miss Fessenden: “Yes.” 

Thornley: “Well, how come if you multiply 
six apples by nothing you still have six 
apples?” 


a a % % % 


Mr. Benton: “Who made the first nitride?” 
Tribble: “‘Paul Revere.” 


+ % % + % 


Miss Fessenden: “Now here’s the rest of 
your assignment.” 
Tribble: “I think we need the rest.” 


+ * % + * 


Silsby: “What is mistletoe—a vine or a 
tree?” 
Packard: “Neither, with me it’s:an excuse.” 


HIOR 


PLAKe3 


Miss Fessenden: “Owens, how much is three 
and four?” 

Owens: “I’d like very much to tell you but 
I think it would do you more good if you 
looked it up for yourself.” 


* * * % % 


Herring: “What do you do for sea sickness?” 


oe Ly 99 
Jones: “I give up. 


% * % s # 


“Red”: “I just killed five flies, two male 
J 
and three female.” 
Cleaves: “How do you know two were males 
and three females?” 
“Red”: “’Cause two were on the wall and 
three on the mirror.” 


4“ 4“ 4“ # # 


Advice to the thin—don’t eat fast. 
Advice to the fat—don’t eat—fast. 


% * % 


Miss Dudley: “I can’t find a single pin. 
Where do they all go?” 

Miss Roffe: “It’s hard to tell theyre headed 
one way and pointed the other.” 


D’Addesio: ‘““What is the date?” 
Mr. Benton: 


exam is more important.” 
D’Addesio: “Well, I just wanted to have 
’ J 
something on my paper.” 


“Never mind the date—this 
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A GOOD FRIEND 
Carlton Tracy, °34 
For obvious reasons I can mention no 


names but I will endeavor to describe enough 
in detail so that there will be no doubt left 
in your mind as to the victim of this sketch. 


As I picture him now I should say he is 
about five feet seven inches in height, weigh- 
ing approximately one hundred and _ forty- 
five pounds. His hair is somewhat grey, 
whether from age or worry I know not; but 
together with school finances, a Plymouth 
car, and being married, it is a wonder that 
he has any hair! However, underneath that 
hair is a mind that is never idle, one that 
has given him the reputation of being a self- 
styled “walking encyclopedia.” He flits 
about with no specific destination in mind 
and usually while at a half run through the 
building, his body is bent forward to assure 
more speed and his head is cocked slightly 
to one side. 

He invariably wears a flower in his button 
hole (usually a rose or a pansy) and always 
wears a bright green necktie on Saint Pat- 
rick’s Day. At Saturday afternoon football 
eames he can be seen adorned in a khaki 
flannel shirt, striding through the fans with 
a police escort trying to collect the fares 
for admission. 

In my dealings with him I have found him 
to be a profound psychologist. This he 
proves by his analysis of the majority of his 
pupils. 

To “pull the wool over his eyes” is ut- 
terly ridiculous and impossible since he can 
tell by the quickest glance just what to 
expect from you. 

Not only is he a patient spectator at most 
of our athletic competitions, but I am told 
that he himself was formerly quite an ath- 
lete, having played football, basketball, and 
baseball in such a manner that modern ath- 
letes might justifiably envy his scrap and 


determination. At intervals he will appear 


THE ADVOCATE 


on the athletic field and as a ball bounces 
towards him, he will pick it up and hurl it 
back from whence it came amid the shouts 
of approval from youthful spectators. 


Also—I have seen him at many school 
dances and I have marveled at his ability to 
keep up with the changing years. For, 
although his dancing steps are decidedly dif- 
ferent, to say the least, he looks as snappy 
on the floor as any dashing young Romeo of 
this day and age. 

To add to his accomplishments he is in 
charge of our school finances and I’m sure 
that any three expert economists would have 
a tough time competing with his ability to 
manage affairs obtaining the resulting 
success. 

I would conclude by saying that this world 
would be much nearer perfect if we had 
more men like him. 


SUCCESS 
Helen Dyer, 734. 


No wonder the whole school can shout 

At the football team “Phil” Claxton turned 
out; 

With plenty of practice night after night, 

They’ve fought for each game with all their 
might. 


Some may feel proud, 
And others quite vain, 

But who doesn’t know 
That’s all in the game? 


And don’t be surprised 
If you read all about 
Some wonderful player 
That Needham turned out. 


Who went on to college and made a success— 


Is there anything better than he can possess? 


(Editor’s note: We wonder to whom the 
author refers? ) 
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FOUND—AN ELEMENT! WOMAN! 


1. Occurrence 
Occurs everywhere on the earth’s sur- 
face where a man is. Very rare in 
native state. 

2. Preparation 
Who knows? 

3. Properties 
1. Color—yellow, black and white. 
2. Usually overloaded with sweet 

smelling perfumes. 


ve 


. Blows up at nothing. 

4. Liable to become extremely cold 
at any moment. 

5. Lovable—at times. 

6. All sizes and shapes. 

7. Always appears in disguised con- 
dition. Usually with a coat of paint 
or a film of powder. 

8. Extremely active. 

9, Possesses great affinity for gold, 
silver, platinum, and _ (other) 
precious stones. 

10. Great ability to absorb all kinds 
of expensive food. 

11. Ages very rapidly. 

12. Some turn green (with envy) when 
placed next to better appearing 
samples. 

13. Highly explosive and very liable 

to be dangerous in inexperienced 

hands. 


Since a recent class meeting the Junior 
Class is noted for turquoise blue and silver. 


% % + 


Miss Durgin: “When do you think we'll 
recognize Russia?” 
Remsen: “Not ‘till they shave.” 


% 3 % % 


Humberstone: “Congratulate me, I’ve just 
thought of something clever” 
Mr. Frost: “Beginner’s luck.” 


HUMOR 


Mr. Frost: If you hitch your wagon to a 


9 
star you won't need any more. . . 
Miss Lane: Gas. 


Miss Svendson to Price: How are you, big 
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boy? Why don’t you come down some- 


time ? 


HOW TIMES CHANGE! 


In days of yore 
"Twas quite a chore 


For one to go a-courting; 


You had your fill 
Of men to kill 


But that was only sporting. 


The more you slew 
The better you. 
And kinder was your lady. 


To win your doll 
You conquered all, 
Or else you were a “fraidie”’; 


In modern days, 
The young man plays 
A much more simple game. 


He climbs aboard 
His waiting Ford 
And goes to meet a dame; 


He may be dumb, 
Or just a bum, 
His courage may be zero, 


But open arms 
Receive his charms 
And every man’s a hero. 


Hilda Lane, 


NORTHEASTERN 
UNIVERSITY 


DAY DIVISION 


SCHOOL OF 
ENGINEERING 
Co-operating with engineering firms, 
offers curricula leading to the Bachelor 
of Science degree in the following 
branches of engineering: 
Civil Engineering 
Mechanical Engineering 
Electrical Engineering 
Chemical Engineering 
Industrial Engineering 


SCHOOL OF BUSINESS 
ADMINISTRATION 
Co-operating with business firms, offers 
courses leading to the degree of Bache- 
lor of Science in the following fields of 

business: 
Accounting 
Banking and Finance 
Business Management 


The Co-operative Plan combines technical theory with practical experience. It enables 
the student to earn his tuition and a part of his other school expenses. 


EVENING DIVISION 


(For MEN AND WOMEN) 


Providing complete courses of university grade in business and law, for high school 
graduates who find it necessary to work during the day 
but wish to study for further advancement. 


School of Business 
Specializes in accounting and business 
administration under instructors actual- 
ly engaged in the business that they 
teach. 


73% of graduates hold major executive 
positions in business. Outstandingly 
successful in C. P. A. examinations. 


School grants B. B. A. and M. B. A. 
degrees. Individual courses also avail- 
able to special students. 


School of Law 
Four-year course. 
LL.B. degree. 
Prepares for bar examinations and 
practice. 
Case method of instruction similar to 
that in best day law schools. 
A School of high standards adapted to 
the needs of employed men and women. 
Alumni outstandingly successful as 
lawyers, judges, business executives. 


Graduates of Needham High School may be admitted without examinations if grades 
are satisfactory to the Department of Admissions. 


Catalogs or further information sent upon request 


NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
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The Needham Square 


Restaurant 
BETTER FOOD — BETTER SERVICE 


981 Great Plain Avenue 


Chapel Street Garage 


Established 1922 
Complete Automotive Service 


Tel. 1533 Needham Needham 0647 


Alger E. Eaton & Sons 


INCORPORATED 


859 Highland Avenue 
James M. McCracken e 


NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Needham 0201 


Pioneer Radio and Allston R. Bowers 


Hardware Co. INSURANCE OF ALL KINDS 

Telephone Needham 0820 Chestnut Street P. O. Building 
Berkeley Textile Store The Grace Shop 
Where Women Like to Shop 


LOUISE MEYERS BROWNE 
— NEEDHAM — 
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Brown’s Market, Inc. 
LUMMER’S 
Quality Meats - Sea Foods RESCRIPTION 
HARMACY 
983 Great Plain Avenue, Needham 
Tel. 14833-W Needham, U.S. A. 
Telephone Needham 1278 
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Dr. Charles L. MacGray 
; 
1088 Great Plain Avenue 


NEEDHAM — 
ae 


Ore ee 


H. S. Locke & Son Co. 


All kinds of Building Material 
Storm Sash and Doors 


Carpenter Kits of Cle ine 
for Boys 


Crossman’s Corner 


Nut Sh 


For Christmas Candy Novelties 


ARTHUR F. PROBST 


987 Great Plain Avenue 
NEEDHAM 
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SLE ee 
Greeting €ards 


Stationery 
Toys Novelties 


MacGregor Instrument Co. 
Needham, Mas. i 


1070 Grgat Plain Avenue 


Tel. Nee. 0189-M 


D. M. ibe M. D. 


Moffatt Electric Co. 
ELECTRICIAN G LOCKSMITH 


Raymond Coon 


PIANIST gnd TEACHER 


J att 


(Sepa 


24 Chestnut Street 


Tel. Need. 1379 


E. a eee 


Post Office Building 
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MODERN Beahan & O’Brien Ine. 
Barber and Beauty Shop Great Plain Ave. 
965 Great Plain Ave. SOCONY PRODUCTS 


NEEDHAM, MASS. — eS eae 3 Dispendseenen arene 


oe 


C. A. Ferrara 


Needham 1720 At R. R. Station 


McNeilly’s Apparel Shop | The Transcript Press, Inc. 


Misses’ and Women’s Established 1870 


Coats, Dresses, Sportswear ‘ S 
és pee Printers of Your Advocate 
Hosiery and Underwear ; 


968 Great Plain Avenue, Needham UIA ABY a AEs Tea UE se 


Whiting Milk Service 


Covers Every Street in Needham 


MILK — CREAM — BUTTER —1ICE CREAM 
WHITING MILK COMPANIES 


LET A WHITING MILK MAN SERVE YOU 


WARNE — DRUGS 


COMPLIMENTS OF 
: Giving special attention to 
Benjamin Moseley Co., Ine. Ae aaa =i 


PRESCRIPTION WORK 
NEEDHAM.—MASS.— 


Fair Prices throughout our store 
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| NEEDHAM MERCHANTS’ ASSOCIATION 
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! 
Dependable - Prompt - Efficient | 
JOHN J. O@HAYRE- Drug Store Service 


You'll like our (Soda Fo i pecials 
D. 


Kinne’s Pharmacy 


JACOBS SHOE STORE 
ee Chestnut” St. 
FEATURES DR. CHESTER R. MILLS 
(oa 


; A COMPLETE LINE OF 
| QUALITY GYM, BATHING and TENNIS 
|. SHORSZy- = (aes BDe-— $1.49 


= Sanne, Gun Bana aE ain eae i 


Steeves Electrical Co. 
W. BARR McCLELLAND 1042 Great Plain Avenue 
M. D~ NEEDHAM 
Tel. Needham 


NEEDHAM TRUST COMPANY 


ESTABLISHED 1913 
We Welcome Every EP be of Service 


CAPITAL and SURPLUS $400,000 
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“Che Home of Flowers’ 
Paul E. Riehwagen 


HAROLD D/PULLEN & Sons, Inc. 
{ Ae aed | Cor. see Stee ae rar, 
D. MD NEEDHAM, MASS. 


Telephone 0652 
Member of Florist Telegraph Delivery 


Association 
DIEHL and PUTNAM 
WELLESLEY DR. C. M. HASKELL 
“Th t Complete Service Organiza- 
eh tor Miles Acound™= 975 Great Ptain Avenue 


Phones 1090-1-2 


CLASS OF 1936 
NN : pa 


The Needham Girl Scouts 


aa 
aa 


—e— 


[ re. PREFER ICE 
ais Needham Ice Co. 


ARTIFICIAL ICE 
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DR. Ane A. JACKSON 
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— GEISHECKER’S — J. Braden Thompson, M. D. 
DRY GOODS SPECIALTIES E. M. Baker, M. D. 
Theatre Building, Needham 976 Great Plain Avenue 
The Great Atlantic & 
WITHERELL’S Pacific Tea Co. 
Glasshouse Goodies Roy E. Towne, Manager 
S41 Greate PlainoAvenue Importers and retailers of fine foods 


“May I be your grocer?” 
Y Y g 


Good Taste is not Expensive at Ferdinand’s 


FERDINAND’S 
AMERICAN BEAUTY Complete House Furnishers 


Frigidaire and Leonard Refrigerators 


STUDIO Florence Oil Heater and 
Range Oil Burners 
f — Need. 1456 957 Great Plain Ave. 
fener OPEN SATURDAY EVE. 
TONY’S 
McDermott & Harkins Beauty Parlor and 
ATTORNEYS AT LAW Barber Shop 


942 Great Plain Avenue 
Tel. Needham 1384 


NEEDHAM 


WALKER-GORDON FARM 
ee 
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DELICIOUS ICE CREAM & SODA 


bd 
PURE CANDY, SCHOOL SUPPLIES WHETTON’S 
H. S. Marvin FUEL OILS and COAL 
Prescription Druggist 92 West St. ma esn 
554 Highland Ave. Cor. Mark Lee Rd. 950 Great Plain Avenue Tel. 0967 


Needham Heights 


EADIE’S FINE FOODS 


A FRIEND 977 Great Plain Ave. 
Tel. Needham 0446 


Dieges & Clust 


b] 
MARSHALL’S “If we made it, it’s right” 
(URSA ES HOT E CLASS RINGS, FRATERNITY PINS! 
Luncheon Charms and Medals for 
Ice Cream . Coos 
° Prize Cups and Plaques 
Candies - Soda 73 Tremont St. - Boston, Mass 


CRISP’S MARKET MODERN BUS 
NEEDHAM HEIGHTS LINES 
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THE CLASS OF 1935 i 
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NEEDHAM NATIONAL BANK 


—>%4 


Resources over a million dollars 


Checking, Saving's, Chris and Tax Club Accounts 
Safe Deposit Boxes 


Member Federal Reserve System 


MILLER ROSE COMPAN David E/ Mann, M. D. 


NEEDHAM 0325-W WILLETT & CHADWICK 
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Maurice W. Br wn, DAME D. 


975 Great Plain Avenue 
Needham, Mass. 


; 5 Eaton Square 
Rimmele’s Market 


/> 


pf Offers N eéaha’'s- ont local 
FINE FOODS 


5 newspaper 
- 


. am 0330 delivery and express service 


By Doing Your Christmas Shopping in 


NEEDHAM 


you Wi your town 
NEEDHAM BOARD OF TRADE 
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